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MEMOi�1S

OF
G. HUNTER GIBBONS
EARLYYEARS
Although I was born on July 6, 1924 in Gainesville, my first memories were of
Archer. At that time, my father was the Postmaster. Archer wa5 a very nice little town
having a population of between 500 and 600 people. It had apparently been settled by
Quakers who planted a number of oak trees. As I grew up these trees were large and
lined the dir roads which later were paved. My brother, Perry, was born when I was
about 15 months old and he was followed every two years in succession by Ella,
Margaret, Caroline and Henry. My grandmother Gibbons and two uncles lived on a farm
about five miles away. My aunt Mamie also lived on a farm near my grandmother. We
were a very close family and did a lot of visiting back and forth, especially to my
grandmother's house, which we went to in our Model A Ford. She m�de delicious
cookie, which we called "tea cakes". When we would go to my grandmother's house we
would always go straight to the cookie jar first. When I was about four or five years old,
we moved across town into a house in which we all grew up in. 1bis old house had a
barn behind it and 40 or 50 acres of land behind it. On the rear side of our land was an
oak hammock in which we hunted squirrels when I was growing up. At that time there
were no deer in that part of Florida. These have only come in the last 30 or so years. We
were very poor at the time, but I did not recognize it. We were in the depression and
many people were unemployed. My father was the Postmaster, and we were considered
well-off.
I started the first grade at Archer High School, which no longer exists. There
· were a dozen or so students in my class. My teacher was a long-time family friend, Eula
McKinney, or "Miss Eula". In those days children who wrote left-handed were taught to
write right-handed, which was a novelty in the first grade. I did well in the first grade,
probably because of the attention from Miss Eula. When I went to the second grade, the
second and third grades were both taught in the same room. Our teacher would teach the
second grade first and the third grade next. I had the opportunity to sit and listen to what
the third graders were doing and was able to answer many of the questions posed by the
tP-acher. Early in the school year, I was placed in the third grade, which meant that I was
a year younger th�.n ,nost of my classmates. When I became a teenager, this was a
definite disadvantag�, since all of the girls were at least a year older than I.
We played a lot of baseball and had a baseball diamond in the field next to our
.·1ouse. Sunday afternoons we would have a dozen or so boys playing in a pick-up game.
When I became a little older, I pitched and my brother Perry caught. We also did a lot of
rabbit hunting with our sling shots. Many days when I went to school, I had a sling shot
wrapped around my neck under my shirt, and we would pick up rocks and pebbles on the
way home to use as ammunition as we hunted on the way home. Actually we didn't hit

many things and no rabbits. When I was about eight or nine years old, my parents gave
Perry and me each an air rifle for Christmas, together with a tube of BBS. That Christmas
was on Sunday and we were not allowed to hunt on that day. After that, we roamed the
woods with our trusty b-b- guns and pretty much had a free and easy life. Fortunately we
were never bitten by a rattlesnake or cotton mouth moccasin.
Sometime later, when I was 14 or 15 years old, they started a football team at
Archer High. We were playing 11 man football and we had only a total of about 15 men on
the team. Needless to say, you played both offense and defense. Since we were the
smallest team in the conference, we lost most ofour games. I especially remember one
game when we played Cedar Key. The football field was located on a dirt runway near the
Gulf It was sandy with a lot of sand spurs and we were getting the worst end of the deal
because the boys from Cedar Key played in bare feet and we wore shoes. At the second
halfthe coach allowed us to take off our shoes, which was a terrible mistake. The oyster
shells cut-up our feet badly. Needless to say that game was a disaster.
I started playing football when I was a sophomore. The next year I was a junior,
and was blocked from the left side which fractured my leg in the joint. In retrospect, this
was a terrible injury; however, I did not realize it at the time. I spent a couple ofweeks in
the hospital and about three months at home with a cast from my groin to my toes. For a
while I was not allowed to go to school and had nothing to do but read and listen to the
radio. There was no television at that time. The only station that we could receive with
any clarity was WRUF in Gainesville. During this time I began listening to classical music
since at times there was no other program on the air. As a result we learned to enjoy
music. This still gives me a great deal of pleasur� ¾iYW�Y, l wi_s_se_d ab_out six or eight
weeks of school,- which I made up, except for geometry. Although I did well in algebra, I
never had a good foundation in geometry and never even heard oftrigonometry, and is
probably the reason I am a lawyer today rather than an engineer. My grandmother
Gibbons was opposed to my playing football, although it was considered to be the manly
thing to do. When I was hurt my grandmother reminded me constantly ofmy poor
decision. The next year I played again, but I wore a steel brace and, for whatever reason,
the coach didn't let me play much. In my senior year in high school, I played center on the
basketball team and was pretty good at it. We won a number ofball games even though I
missed part of one tournament with bronchitis. In this regard, when I was eight or nine
years old I had pneumonia. In those days we had no antibiotics, so you either lived or
died. That probably explains, in part, the numerous upper respirator infections I suffer,
even to this day.
While I was laid up with a broken leg, I also did a lot ofreading. In fact for several
months I read a book every two or three days. I still enjoy reading. When I was 13 years
old Perry and I were each given old single barrel shot guns. At that time we had a bird
dog, and we took our bird dog rabbit hunting with us. My father got pretty upset about
this since bird dogs and rabbit dogs don't mix. Later we got a family puppy from Israel
Spann a black gentleman, who was a friend ofmy father's. We named the dog Babe and
she became the family pet, and was also one of the best bird dogs that ever went into the
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woods.The family always ate together. Babe was allowed to come in and lie under the
table. When nobody was looking Perry and I would feed her bits of meat or food, which
did not please our mother.
The year after I had my football injury. Perry and I did a lot of q1,1�l hunting. I
didn't realize at the time, but we were growing up in the midst of some of the best quail
country in the world. Both my Uncle Willy and Uncle Sam had farms. At that time both
raised corn and peanuts which were fed to their hogs and cows. The land that wasn't in
cultivation, was for the most part, covered with wire grass. In February or March each
year the wire grass was burned. Within a couple of weeks green shoots of grass would
appear, which would keep the cows alive during the last days of the winter. There were
few, if any, permanent pastures I those days. Everybody's cows could run loose in the
woods. In fact they were a real menace on the roads, even though 40 to 50 m.p.h. was
considered pretty high speed. The woods held a large supply of partridge peas. Quail had
abundant cover; and plenty of food and prospered. You could usually find one or more
coveys of quail around a peanut field where there were hogs. The hogs would root up the
peanuts, break them up and the bits and pieces that fell out of their mouth made wonderful
food for quail and doves. Uncle Sam also owned a prairie which was partially covered
with several ponds. We hunted snipe and ducks on the prairie and in the summertime went
fishing in the ponds. In summary, although we were poor, we had a very good life, with
football, basketball, baseball, hunting and fishing.
When I became a senior in high school, and was 16 years old, I began very
tentatively socializing with girls. I went with several girls, but had no special girlfriend.
There were only twelve of us in my class and I was valedictorian. At this time World War
II had been going o for a couple of years and the Germans had overrun Belgium, Holland,
France and most of Europe. England was on the ropes and desperately needed help. Most
of us who could read a newspaper realized that it was only a matter of time before the
United States became involved .. In addition, there was almost daily horror stories in the
newspapers about the Japanese and their treatment of the Chinese.
I started at the University of Florida in 1941. I lived at home and commuted back
and forth to school. As a result, I missed a great deal of the social life which my daughter
and grandsons have enjoyed. I did well at the University for the most part. My mother
had the idea that I should be an engineer. At that time I did not know what an engineer
did, except drive trains. Anyway, I took an advance math course, for which I was totally
unprepared. I finally made a deal with the Professor. He agreed to give me a "C",
provided I would never take any other math course. We agreed, and since then I have
never taken another math course.
At that time, if you if you were physically fit, you were required to be in the
ROTC. I was chosen to be in the field artillery. I had high boots, which I had to keep
polished for drill days which occurred once a week. Several of the cadet officers went to
law school following the war and practiced law in Sarasota and Bradenton. Warren
Goodrich was a very prominent lawyer in Bradenton. Harry Parham became a circuit
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judge and served for several years.
In December 1941, the war started with the Japanese bombing Pearl harbor. There
was a draft, rationing offood and gasoline. I had just turned 17 years of age, several
months before and was not eligible to get into any service except the Navy. I waited until I
was 18, and enlisted as an aviation cadet. I passed both the mental and physical even
though I never discussed my very serious injury to my knee 18 months previously. I finally
told the Air Force about this injury at the time of my retirement physical, twenty-five year
later. Although I was treated by a family physician, I obtained a marvelous result
considering the seriousness ofmy injury
GIRL FRIENDS
As I have indicated previously, I was a year younger than most ofmy classmates
and, as a result was somewhat socially retarded. Between my football injury and my study
schedule, as dictated by my mother, I had very little time for socializing. When I was a
senior in high school, I met a young lady by the name of Eunice Redd, who lived in
Newberry. We had several dates, but nothing ever really developed. As an aside, Eunice
Redd, ultimately married my cousin, Roger McDonald. Roger was a pilot in the Air Force
during and after the War and after his retirement became employed by Blue Cross & Blue
Shield. Many years after Eunice and I went together, I hosted a small dinner party for
Roger and Eunice at the River Club in Jacksonville. It was a very pleasant evening;
however, I am glad that she married Roger.
Some time after I graduated from high school, I started going with Jo McNeill,
who was our next door neighbor. Jo was a very pretty and very nice girl; however, she
was a year older than I. We dated quite a bit during that Summer. While at the University
I made friends with Billie Hill who lived in Jasper and spent the week-end with Billie. We
went to Valdosta to see his girl friend, Dottie Carter, and Jo who at that time was a
student in the college there. We also did some bird hunting around Jasper. The War came
on and ultimately our romance cooled down. In retrospect, Jo was ready to get married
and that was about the last thing that I needed. Anyway, Jo married L. B. Gravely, who
lived in Newberry at the time. He has terrible eye problems and was never drafted. They
have been married for many years and have several children. In retrospect, I was very
lucky that I did not get involved with Jo, although she was very nice and pretty, her family
were a bunch of squirrels.
During this period oftime I dated several girls around town; however, there was
never anything serious.
WAR YEARS
When I entered the University ofFlorida, at the age of 17, in 1941, this was my
world. At that time the War and had been going on for several years.
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Going back many years, to the Versailles treaty which ended World War I, the
allies France and England primarily, undertook to take away Germany's ability to make
war in the future. They also took over several ofGermany's colonies and also took a piece
ofterritory called the Sudatenland. Germany was very badly beaten in World War I, and
had also lost a tremendous number ofmen, and with the Versailles treaty, was left in
pretty bad shape industrially. There was a great deal of inflation and high unemployment.
Sometime in the 1930s, a former Austrian Corporal by the name ofAdolph Hitler became
a leader in Germany. Nobody took him very seriously. He started and ended up with a
bunch ofthugs around him. Basically he threatened the German government. Ultimately,
he took over that government and as a result ofthis, Germany started the Second World
War. He stated that he would bring Germany back to its former glory, which appealed to
most Germans. The first thing that he did was to take over the Sudatenland. The German
Army at that time was a rag tag group, nevertheless Hitler invaded the Sudatenland and
annexed it. The French, who were nearby, sat in their holes called the Maguat line and
allowed Germany to take over Sudtenland.
After this occurred, the Germans began to take Hitler more seriously and as a
result he gained the confidence and the support ofGerman industrialists. At that time,
although Germany was having hard times financially, the Germans were still the most
industrialized nation in Europe. Hitler consolidated his power and about 1937 or 1938,
decided that he would take over Czechoslovakia. Britain at that time, had a Prime Minister
by the name of Nevil Chamberland who was a "Casper milk toast" ofthe first water.
Anyway, Nevil Chamberland met with Hitler and as a result ofthis conference, Nevil
Chamberland agreed to swap Czechoslovakia for "peace in our time" . I can still remember
Chamberland coming back to England and making a speech, telling the World that we
would "have peace in our time.
Within a year or so, Hitler decided that he was going to take over Poland. Poland
had a fair but old-fashioned Army. At that time there were 3 0 to 40 million people living in
Poland. Britain and France had signed a treaty whereby they agreed to support Poland in
case Poland was invaded. The Poles did not have a modem Army and were quickly over
run by the Germans. Basically the Poles were relying on mud to keep the Germans
mechanized divisions from invading Poland. The Germans had, at that time, very good
meteorologists who advised Hitler that the weather was going to be unusually dry. Hitler
decided that they could invade Poland and they did. When Hitler invaded Poland, France
and Britain declared war on Germany.
Previously Hitler had made a treaty with the Italians and the Japanese so these
three ofthese countries had a mutual support agreement with each other. This was called
the "Axis". Prior to invading Poland, Hitler made a non-aggression treaty with Stalin, who
at that time was the dictator ofRussia. When Hitler invaded Poland from the West,
Russians invaded from the East. So to make a long story short, Poland was split in half
between the Germans and the Russians. It remained that way until the War ended.
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When the war started both France and England were ill prepared. The Germans, by
that time had the largest and best equipped Anny in Europe. Both the French and the
British had little mechanized equipment etc. After Hitler conquered Poland in the Summer
of 1939, nothing happened. Although war had been declared by France and England, there
was no war, and everybody relaxed. It was called the phony war. In the Spring of 1940,
Hitler invaded Belgium. The Belgum's quit after two or three days. This allowed Hitler to
out-flank the Maginot line and within a few days the French also surrendered. While
France was active (sort of), the British had sent an expeditionary force to France pursuant
to their treaty. When the French collapsed that left the British expeditionary force hung
out to dry. The British lost many men; however, they fought a rear guard action to the
French port of Dunkirk. Every British boat that was capable of going across the channel
came to Dunkirk and the remnants of the British expeditionary Force were brought back
to England. This group of rescued soldiers ultimately became the cadre of the British
Army which ultimately became a very good fighting machine. In addition to conquering
France, the Germans also invaded Norway. Norway quickly fell. The Germans took over
Holland without a fight as did Denmark. In 1 94 1 , the Germans either owned or controlled
all of Europe, from the Arctic Ocean to the Mediterranean Sea. Sweden was not
conquered by the Germans because Hitler used Sweden as an avenue to obtain munitions
from the rest of the world. The only countries in Europe that were not occupied or allied
with the Germans was Finland, Switzerland and England. Spain had a treaty with the
Germans and Italy was their Allie. In the months that followed, the Italians attacked the
Greeks and the Albanians who kicked the hell out of them and sent them running home.
The Germans intervened and quickly overcame the Greek Army. Hitler also invaded
Yugoslavia so he owned basically all of Europe. We learned later that Germany was
working on rockets and also doing the primary research to build an atomic bomb. We
realized that we were living in a time of great peril to our Country.
I was a student in the University of Florida in 1941, when the Japanese attacked
Pearl Harbor. At that time the University was all male and numbered about 3 ,000 students.
I remember well, we had gone hunting that day and had just returned homed. We were
listening to the radio late that afternoon. My recollection is that we were listening to a
football game. Suddenly the broadcast was interrupted and an announcer said that
President Roosevelt had just announced that the Japanese had attacked our fleet located at
Pearl Harbor. At that time, Pearl Harbor was our largest Naval facility and was located in
the Hawaiian Islands. At that time Hawaii was not a state, but a territory. We had owned
Hawaii for many years, and had large Air Force and Navy installations on the Island.
When I returned to school Monday morning, everything had changed. Since we were all in
our late teens or early 20s, we were well aware that we would be caught up in the war.
The war was about all that we talked about. We all discussed which branch of the service
that we would like to go into. I made up my mind early that I did not want to be an
Infantryman, and would like to enlist in either the Air Force or the Navy. We finished the
school year and I made all As, except for mathematics, which I got a gentleman's "C", and
was lucky to get that. My closest friend at that time was a boy from Tampa by the name of
Gene Beem. Gene's mother and father owned a house on a beach on a lake just North of
Tampa, which had swimming., food stands, etc. I spent several week-ends down in Tampa
6

with Gene. He was on the swimming team and he was very popular with the girls. When
I went down with Gene, we would always have a date and a good time. Gene and I
decided that we both would go into the Air Force as aviation cadets. We went down to
the recruiting station and talked to the recruiting sergeant. At that time I was 1 7 and
Gene discovered that he was color blind. The recruiting sergeant smiled at us and told us
to come back later. Gene ultimately enlisted in the Army and went into the Air Corp. He
became a flight engineer on a troop carrier plane and was involved in several combat
drops. Fortunately, he lived through the War. My last semester as a freshman was
entirely different. Instead of being a social club the ROTC became deadly serious. Many
of our ROTC instructors were reserve officers on active duty and received orders to
leave. In July 1 942 I became 1 8 years of age. I had some problems getting my birth
certificate and so I did not get the birth certificate until July 1942. On July 29, 1 942, I
took a bus to Jacksonville to the recruiting station and took the aviation cadet exam.
In spite of my weakness in mathematics, I passed the mental part of the exam. As
soon as they had graded my paper and told me that I had passed, I was immediately set
up for a physical examination, which took place within the recruiting office. I did not tell
them about the fact that I had broken my left leg less than two years before. As a matter
of fact I never told anybody in the Air Force about this until my retirement physical some
25 years later. After I passed both the mental and physical part I was then sworn in as an
aviation cadet. I was told by the recruiting Sergeant that I should go home and await
further orders. When I asked him how long it would take to receive these orders he said,
maybe as much as seven months, which proved to be correct. He also explained that the
training schools were all filled with aviation cadets and that I had to wait my turn to go to
flying school.
Since I was somewhat in limbo, I could not go to school� I took several odd jobs
and ended up working for several weeks in the post office at Camp Blanding, Florida.
There I got a bird's eye view of a military base comprised mostly of infantry. I stayed
with Eloise and J. C. Ramsey, my aunt and uncle, and the job was fairly pleasant and I
enjoyed it. Right after the first of the year, I received orders to report to the Army Air
Force Classification Center in Nashville, Tennessee, on January 29, 1 943. At that time,
except for a one-time trip to Valdosta, Georgia to see my girlfriend, I had never been
outside the state of Florida, nor had I ever seen snow. The last few weeks that I was a
civilian, I did a lot of bird hunting, chased a few girls and fortunately I didn't catch any of
them. I basically enjoyed my last few days as a civilian.
On January 29, I took a bus from Gainesville to Jacksonville to the train station
and caught a train north to Nashville. There were a number of other young men on the
train, either in uniform or headed to places of duty. One thing I remember about this
train ride was that this was an old troop train and it had obviously been taken out of
mothballs and was about as dirty as any place I had ever been in my life. Anyway, I
survived and after an overnight train trip, arrived in Nashville. This was my rude
indoctrination into winter weather. The sky was overcast and gray, the wind was blowing
and the temperature was probably in the 30s. I dressed in my Florida best & in a few
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minutes I was freezing to death. It turned out, that eight or ten or maybe a few more
young men on the train with me, were headed for the same destination. They piled us in
the back of a G.I. truck and took us into the southern side of Nashville to the
Classification Center. The Classification Center consisted of a number of tar paper shacks
lined up in a row, with unpaved streets etc. The next day we were issued uniforms. This
was basically the same uniforms that G.I.s get, including G.I. booths or shoes. Our
barracks housed about 3 0 or 40 men each, they were one story and there was a coal stove
at each end of the barracks. The guys away from these stoves slept pretty cold and the
people close to the stove were hotter than they really wanted to be. Anyway, after
changing our clothes we were lined up for another physical examination and shots. Most
of us had never had that many shots in their life and I woke up the next morning with a
pretty sore arm which was usual for most of us. We then were divided into squadrons and
started learning close order drill. Since I had been in the R. O.T.C., at the University of
Florida, close order drill was not a problem for me. In fact it was just more of the same.
Our days were pretty well filled with between drills, lectures on military discipline, and
courtesies and courses such as weather, navigation, etc. Also, at night some ofus drew
guard duty and walked their post in the cold and damp. However, at that time we had big
thick G.I. overcoats, and were reasonably comfortable. Since there were 40 or 50 of us in
the same barracks, most of us began getting colds and upper respiratory infections. Pretty
soon almost everybody was coughing and hacking. About the same time, it started
snowing fairly heavily. I had never seen snow before in my life so I went outside in my
G.I. underwear and nearly froze to death before I could get back into the barracks. Also
while in Nashville, we all were given a number of psychological tests. I was told that I
would be more suitable to be a navigator rather than pilot, which disappointed me.
However, when my orders came out a few days later I was scheduled to go to Maxwell
Air Force Base in Montgomery for pre-flight pilot training.
Pre-Flight Pilot Training

At the time ofdeparture, we were all lined up and the doctor would either okay us
to go or not. Fortunately, I was not coughing at the time and I slipped through okay. It
turns out that most of the guys were also sick with colds and upper respiratory infections.
Once more, we were placed on a dirty troop train, probably last used during World War I.
We rode all night and the next morning, arrived in Montgomery, Alabama. Nashville is
only about 250 or 3 00 miles north of Montgomery; however, this was another world,
weather wise. The sun was shining and the flowers were beginning to bloom so I have
always liked Montgomery. When we got to Maxwell, which at time was a very large base,
we were divided into squadrons and once more we were given World Was II type
barracks to live in. In Maxwell, we did a lot of close order drill and every day or two we
had a parade, as a result we became adept at this part ofmilitary life. I guess we looked
good from the outside. Anyway, Maxwell was broken up into about one-half military
training and the balance into ground school. We went to school either every morning or
every afternoon. We rotated with other classes and we took such classes as weather, map
reading, learning the Morse code and aircraft identification and things like that. We also
had time off for physical training which was fairly strenuous and every week or so we had
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to run, the "Burma Road", which was a path down on the Alabama river. This was about a
12 or 13 mile run and many were not in shape to handle this; however, since I was young I
managed without too much problem. By the time I had made this run three or four of
them, I rather looked forward to it. There were a couple of guys who we considered to be
pretty old, (maybe 26 or 27), which is the maximum age to being an aviation cadent, and
they had problems. One ofthem was a practicing lawyer at the time and he had problems
getting through the physical part, but he finally made it. While I was an aviation cadet,
when we first arrived, I was an under classman. As under classmen, we were told they
were the lowest form of human life. We were hazed by upper classmen, made to walk
tours, scrub the floors with tooth brushes and the usual things that go on in military life.
After about six weeks we became upper classmen which was a great improvement. We
were now the ones doing the hazing, rather than being hazed, and more important than
that, we were allowed off the base. For the six weeks or so that I was an under classman
we were never given an opportunity to get off the base. It was seven days a week all day
and they worked us about 14 - 15 hours a day. So it was all work and no play. As an
upper classman ifyou kept your nose clean and stayed out of trouble, you were allowed to
leave the base from Saturday Noon until Sunday afternoon about 2 or 3 o 'clock.
Montgomery was a very nice town. At that time, I thought it was pretty big. We soon
discovered that there was a girls college in town. This is named Huntington, and there I
met Ann and after I returned from overseas we were married. We are now working on
our 60th year ofmarriage. Also, when we became upper classmen, about once every
couple ofweeks, they held a tea dance in the gym, with an orchestra of which were G.I.s.
They invited a number of young ladies from Montgomery and several bus loads ofvery
pretty girls would show up. They were very nicely dressed and we were in our uniforms. It
was quite a nice afternoon.
Finally, my tour of duty at Maxwell was about to end. One morning we were
awakened about an hour before normal. We dressed, put on our rain coats since it was a
cold rainy day, and formed ranks in front of the barracks. No one told us where we were
going or what we were doing. We were told to stand at parade rest, which we did. After
we had been there for 15 or 20 minutes, we marched down to the flight line_. The entire
cadet corps which probably numbered about 1,000 or 1,500 was there. We were lined up
by squadron and stood at parade rest in the rain. After 3 0 or 40 minutes or so, a caravan
ofvehicles came on to the ramp most ofwhich were military vehicles. There were also a
number ofmilitary policemen. Several ofthese military vehicles carried most of the top
brass stationed at Maxwell. In the center of the caravan, was a long black Lincoln
automobile, which drove slowly in front ofthe cadet corp. I recognized immediately that
President Roosevelt was in the back of the car. At that time, my first impression was that
he looked so old and gray. He looked to be an old sick man. This was a shock, since we
were always seeing pictures of him probably taken several years before when he was very
vibrant and energetic. At that time, the thought passed through my mind that he would
never live to serve out his fourth term as President. Unfortunately, this turned out to be
correct. Before I finished pre-flight school I received orders to report for primary flight
training at Avon Park, Florida.
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Primary Flight Training
At that time Avon Park was one ofseveral primary flight training schools located
in south and south-central Florida. There was another school about 40 miles away, at
Arcadia. The British cadets trained at Arcadia and we, were at Avon Park. We were told
not to go near Arcadia. After I was allowed to fly solo, every once in a while we would
slip down and see how the British were doing in their training. We were not above doing a
buzz job here and there. Any way, Avon Park was really a nice place to serve. We lived in
a hotel located on a lake, call the Lodwick Inn. This had been a resort hotel prior to the
War. We lived and ate there. The flight line was about three or four miles away and we
were trucked there every day on a G.I. truck. The airport was all grass and did not have
any paved runways. Therefore, we could land and take off three or four airplanes at one
time. We were flying a Stearman PT- 17 (PT stands for a primary trainer.) This was a small
bi-plane, which means it had a wing - up and down. It was constructed ofaluminum piping
covered with canvas stretched very tight. It had an open cockpit and had two seats, one in
the front and one in the back. The student sat in the front seat and the instructor sat in the
back seat. It had no radio so there was a tube so that the instructor could talk to you. We
wore flying helmets and goggles. The instructor for the most part, would yell and scream
at you the whole time that you were up, but that was part ofthe deal. Anyway, I had never
been in an airplane before in my life, so we went to the flight line and were introduced to
our instructors who were civilians. I have forgotten the name ofthe instructor, but he was
a nice guy. Each instructor had three or four cadets, so he put each ofus individually in
the front seat ofthe airplane and we took off on my first ride. We were up about a couple
thousand feet and I was enjoying the scenery and not feeling bad about the whole deal.
The instructor asked me if I had my safety belt fastened and I told him "yes sir" . When I
said that my safety belt was on and tight he rolled the airplane over on its back. I was
sitting there looking down at the orange groves, so needless to say I was happy that I had
my safety belt tightened, although I had my parachute on. I spent a lifetime in the Air
Force trying to keep from having to use one of those things. Anyway, It was an
experience that I will never forget. With that flight, we started our training. We would
either go to ground school in the morning and fly in the afternoon or vice versa. I soon
learned that it was much better to fly in the morning because in the afternoon the air
became rough and bumpy. When I started my flight training after the first ride, the
instructor pilot would take off and once we became airborne he would tell me what to do.
I would fly the basic maneuvers, such as turning to the right and turning to the left, losing
or gaining altitude. As time went on, he required that you take the aircraft off, and he
would sit in the back seat and snarl at you ifyou did not take off smoothly, which he was
paid to do. After that, when we came in for a landing the instructor would say "get on the
controls with me" and we would come in for a landing. We had to watch the wind sock to
tell which way we were to land or take off, and be careful that we weren't' flying across
another airplane' s path. Although there were other airplanes in the air, we never had a
mid-air collision. This is surprising.
We learned taking off landings and so forth. One day when I had about ten hours
flying time, we taxied up to the operations building and the instructor got out. He said I
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want you to go up and make three take offs and three landings. When you do that taxi
back here and pick me up. I was scared half to death, but I had received some very
good training. I managed to take the airplane off without any problem and landed
without ground looping. I made my three landings and take offs and taxied up feeling
like I was really the hottest pilot going. Every time someone would solo, we would
have a little celebration which is normal.
A little bit about the Stearman PT- 17. It was a good trainer and very stable. It
didn't have a radio. The only flight instruments were the altimeter, which told you how
high you were, your engine gauges and a compass and that was about all. It was pretty
stable, you could fly without any problem, and you could even do a limited number of
acrobatics in it. It was an ideal trainer; however, it had one very, very bad habit. The
landing gear wheels were very close tighter, so it had a very narrow wheel base and it
was very easy to tip over if you laded in a cross wind,. A wing would go down and hit
the ground which is known as a ground loop. If you did that, generally it didn't ruin the
airplane; however, they would have to fix the wing tip. Approximately 25% of the
people in my class, at some time, ground looped the airplane in landing. It was very
easy to do, and every time you did, you had to take a check ride. Well, fortunately, I
never ground looped it, but I did have to have a check ride as did everybody else before
they could graduate. Then, I was not the world's greatest pilot. Later I became a very
good pilot, but then I was mediocre; however, I made it. We were at Avon Park for
eight or nine weeks, and then after a small ceremony I graduated to basic flight training.

Basic Flight Training - Gunter Field, Montgomery, Alabama
Approximately a week or ten days prior to graduating from primary flying
school, I received orders to report to Gunter Field, which I later learned was in
Montgomery, Alabama. Gunter was a permanent base in that it had been in existence
prior to World War Il. It had very pleasant tree-lined streets and had permanent
barracks. These were the first and only permanent barracks that I lived in while I was
in flying school. When I arrived in Gunter, it was entirely different from primary flying
school at Avon Park. Instead of having civilian instructors all of our instructors wer.e
military. Basically our schedule was somewhat the same as in primary; however, it was
much more intense. We flew or were involved in flying or learning to fly for
approximately a half day and then we had an hour or so off for exercise. We then flew
either in the morning or the afternoon or later at night. We flew an airplane which we
called the Vultee "Vibrator". This was about twice as large as the Stearman and was an
all metal monoplane, which means that it had one wing, and also had a Plexiglas
canopy. Since it had a Plexiglas canopy, we did not have to wear goggles to fly. There
were two passengers in the airplane, seated in tandem. The student pilot sat up front
and the instructor pilot sat behind. The instrument panel of the Vultee "Vibrator" was
substantially more complex than the Stearman. First of all, we had a two-way radio.
You could not leave your parking place without getting permission to taxi. Once you
got into position to take off, you could not leave the ground until you received
permission from the tower to take off. The tower also told you which runway that you
were to use. In other words, your activities were controlled from the ground, far more
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than in primary flying school. Your instrument panel included engine instruments, such as,
air speed, oil pressure, etc., also the basic instruments necessary for instrument flying.
These were needle and ball and artificial horizons, together with an instrument showing
your rate ofclimb or rate ofdescent.
My instructor was a young 2 nd Lt. by the name of Savage. He had four students
and he taught two ofus in the morning and two in the afternoon. If you were scheduled
to fly in the morning you either flew solo or with your instructor or did things directly
connected with flying. In the afternoon, after exercise, we would go to school. Once more,
the school was much more intense. In addition to map reading, we had a fairly intensive
course on the weather. I found this to be interesting, and still enjoy looking at a weather
map and trying to determine what the weather is, or likely to be, in the near future.
As I previously indicated our training at Gunter was far more concentrated than it
was in primary. For instance, we spent many hours in the Link Trainer. The Link Trainer is
basically an airplane that doesn't leave the ground. It had the same instruments that an
airplane has. It has a stick to go up and down, etc., and all of the instruments that you
need to fly blind, or on instruments. So the Link Trainer became our constant companion.
It is much easier to teach instrument flying while you are on the ground. Ifyou make a
mistake, nobody gets hurt, and also, it tends to sharpen your instrument flying. In addition
to the Link Trainer, we also started instrument flight training in the airplane. This was a
new world. We were placed in the front seat ofthe aircraft and a hood was placed so that
you couldn't see where you were going. You had to fly completely by instrument. The
student pilot would take the airplane up to 2,000 - 3,000 feet and the instructor would
then tell you to pull the hood over your head, and you would then fly without reference to
the ground. The instructor would tell us what to do, such as, go up, go down, to the right
or to the left etc. So we started basic instrument flying. We also began formation flying.
Later in combat, this would be a vital skill that you need in order to survive. We also
began some acrobatic training. The Vultee "Vibrator" was not a very good airplane for
acrobatics since it was under powered. In order to do a roll, either a snap roll or a slow
roll, you had to dive it a bit and pick up some extra speed. We also learned to do loops,
also by diving and picking up some extra speed, you learned to do the Immalman turn,
which is basically like a loop, except you bring the nose of the airplane up until you are
upside down, and instead ofcontinuing through the circle when you got upside down you
turn the airplane over so that you are headed in the opposite direction.
This is a maneuver which all military pilots learn and it is named for a man by the
named for a man by the name oflmmalman in World War I, who I think was a German.
One ofthe very vital things that we had to learn, was a recovery from a spin. As a result
we performed spins in the Vultee "Vibrator". This is fairly simple. You throttle your
power back and keep raising the nose until the wings no longer have enough lift to keep
the airplane aloft. You either kick the right or left rudder and you are in a spin. When this
occurs, you lower the nose and slowly apply power until you are flying again. When doing
a spin you kick the right rudder and the plane starts spinning to the right and heads down
towards the ground. If you kick the left rudder you spin to the left. We were required to
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make at least three turns prior to pulling out of the spin. We had to start this at least 7,000
- 8,000 and recovered from the spin about 3, 000 - 4,000 feet. I was never very
comfortable in the Vultee "Vibrator", although I had done this several times in the
Stearman. The Vultee "Vibrator", was not easy to get out of a spin. Anyway, after you
have made your three turns, you stepped on the opposite rudder and straightened the
wings and then you slowly bring the nose up because you gain a lot of speed as you spin
down towards the earth and at the same time you smoothly add the power. You are then
back flying again. We did this often, but near the end of our training, we had lost a cadet
who could not get out of his spin and was killed. After that, the instructors greatly
restricted the use of spins.
Every day we had an hour or so of athletics of one kind or another. We were given
substantial leeway as to what we did, as long as we received vigorous exercise. There
were five of us in our squadron that enjoyed basketball. We formed our own team. We
took on all comers from other squadrons. Every day we played basketball. We usually
won most of our games. Usually we would play in the mornings and we played outside.
We played for about an hour in Alabama in July and August. We played the fast break and
ran constantly. We were in very good physical condition, and we also had a lot of fun.
We also were introduced to night flying, In primary, we only flew in the day light,
but in basic we started night flying. Once I got over the newness of it, I enjoyed flying at
night. You can see well at night, the air is much smoother and as long as a moon is out or
stars you can see very nicely. Night flying is not a problem. As a matter of fact, through
the years I have done a lot of flying at night and I would just as soon fly at night as during
the day time. At Gunter, our night flying was always done at an auxiliary field. We had
four or five fields, which were temporary bases, scattered around from which we used for
night flying. None of these had paved runways and were basically open fields. The runway
was outlined by lighted flare pots. One night I was night flying along with eleven other
cadets. In order to safely fly at night, we were assigned to a zone. There were four zones,
in other words, you had a northwest zone, a southwest , a southeast and a northeast, like
the points of a compass. So this particular night I was in the northwest zone. Now in order
to do landings and take-offs at night, you have to not only place the pilots in zones, but
you must also separate them by at least 1,000 feet in altitude, otherwise they will run into
each other. This night I was in my zone and it was in July or August, and it had rained a
lot. The field had some boggy spots in it and some mud-puddles. In order for us to fly that
night, the chief instructor decided that while we were flying, they ordered a truck loaded
with dirt driven by a civilian, to fill several of the mud puddles with dirt on the runway.
After this was accomplished, we were called to land. Since I was at the low altitude in the
northwest quadrant, I was the first cadet to be called to land. I approached using the
normal pattern and came into land. I lined up with the runway and came in over the end of
the designated landing area, which was lighted by'flare pots, throttled back and landed
While I was on my landing roll, I suddenly hit something. I had no idea what I hit. I was
going about 3 0 - 40 mph, and it was a pretty good sized crash. It was so hard that it broke
off the left landing gear of the airplane. I closed the throttle, pulled off the automatic shut
off for the fuel, pushed the canopy back and I hopped out and started running. After I ran
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about 3 0 - 40 feet away I turned around and looked. I saw that I had hit a pick-up truck. I
didn' t know that it was there or why it was on the runway. The airman who drove it, was
also running. I don't know who was more afraid, he or I. But anyway, in order to
understand the problem, the Vultee "Vibrator" like many, many other airplanes at that
time had a tail wheel. Which means that you could not see where you were going on the
ground. In order to see while you were taxeying you had to make "S" turns right and left
so you could see where you were going. This is common in the Air Force and was
common at that time. Basically, when I came in and landed, the nose ofthe airplane and
the prop came up, so I couldn't see ahead of me. The only way you keep yourself going
straight on a landing roll is by reference to lights on the side ofthe runway. As a result I
never saw the truck and didn't know that it was there. So, that was the first and only time
that I wrecked an airplane which I was flying. The next morning I was told I was
grounded and told to put on my Class A uniform and I was told to report to a flying
evaluation board, which I did. This board was composed of four or five officers and I
think the presiding officer was either a Captain or a Major. I went in and knocked on the
door and saluted, like a good cadet should, and was told to sit down and they asked me a
series of questions. I told them basically what had happened, and that I had the misfortune
ofbeing the first pilot to come in and land. Once I made my landing, the nose of the
airplane came up and I couldn't see anything in front ofme. I did not know that there was
a truck there and I hit it. That was the extent ofmy knowledge as to why I hit a pick-up
truck with an airplane. They left the room and a few minutes later they called me back in,
and stated " we don't think you were responsible for this accident so report back to duty".
I am probably the only pilot in the Air Force who ever collided with a pick-up truck in an
airplane. I learned later that the Captain who was in charge ofthese night operations was
relieved of his command and transferred since he made the mistake of calling cadets in to
land without being certain that the runway was clear. That was a sobering experience, but
at least I learned a lot from it. Another bit ofgood luck or I wouldn't be writing this. The
probabilities ofmy being able to get out alive would have been pretty slim had the wing
ruptured since the gas tank was in the wing very near the engine which was hot.
Summer in Montgomery is not unlike Sarasota. It is wet, humid and hot. Life
except for Aviation Cadets goes at halfspeed. Most ofthe girls in Huntington had also
gone home for the Summer. We were getting a little worn and tired with the constant
routine. In our training, we still had the "hurdle stages" to contend with. These were
conducted at one ofthe auxiliary fields away from Gunter with dirt runways during
daylight hours. This is the way it worked. Two posts about six or eight feet tall were set
up about half the width ofa runway with a light rope or heavy string attached. From the
string are hung multi-colored pennants. This was the hurdle. The pilot was instructed to
come over the hurdle as slow as possible and thereafter, immediately cut his power. The
cadet pilot who landed closest to the hurdle was declared the winner. I came around and
made a normal traffic pattern, and slowed down as I came down the final approach,
cleared the hurdle, without breaking the string and immediately cut my power. The
purpose ofthis exercise was to teach you to handle the airplane at very slow speeds
without stalling. Nonna11y when you fly an airplane and you want to make a turn, you
slowly move the stick to the right and at the same time press the rudder to the right, this
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makes a coordinated turn. At slow speeds, ifthe nose ofthe airplane gets off line, you
make a correction by moving the rudder to the right or left. This has to be done very
carefully, otherwise you will stall the airplane. The plane is flying about two or three miles
per hour above stalling speed. I was pleasantly surprised to learn that I had won this event.
At least my instructor did not fuss at me for a day or two. Our basic training period was
.finally over and it was time for us to go to advanced training. None of my class had
flunked out of basic training, although one had failed to recover from a spin and was
killed.
A week or ten days before the end ofAugust, I received orders to go to Spence
Field in Moultrie, Georgia. A number of my classmates also went so Spence. This was a
new base in southwestern Georgia, right in the middle of the world's best quail hunting
country. Unfortunately, I did not have the opportunity to do any quail hunting while I was
there.
Advanced Fl!i!!g School
For several reasons Advanced Flying School was the most fun that I had as an
aviation cadet. By this time over half of my starting class had been washed out and were
no longer with us. As a result, we pretty well knew that, unless we screwed up big time,
we would graduate and obtain our silver wings in about two and a half months. In
addition, we were flying a beautiful airplane. The AT-6 was a low wing monoplane with
retract able landing gear. It had the capability offlying approximately 150 miles an hour
straight and level and had a 650 horse power engine. The curriculum in Advanced Flying
School was somewhat different than primary and basic training. There was heavy emphasis
placed on acrobatic flying, low level navigation and formation flying. We also were
required to shoot skeet as a part ofour gunnery training. I had heard about shooting skeet
or clay pigeons all of my life; however, I never had the opportunity to do this. Our daily
ground school was also somewhat different. We were heavily involved in weather and
being able to read maps at a glance and also how to conduct low altitude navigation.
Since, presumably, we would all be flying single seat fighters, we spent a lot oftime solo
flying. At the end of a little over two months, we felt that we would be graduating as
either 2nd Lieutenants as flight officers, which is a non-commissioned rank. I never knew
or learned the criteria that were used in making this determination. As part ofour
curriculum about 30 days before we finished Advanced, we were to be sent down to Eglin
Air Force Base for gunnery training. All of us were looking forward to flying the P-40 in
this training. About halfway through Advanced Training, we received word that half of
our class selected by squadron would be sent to other duties upon graduation. Fortunately,
or unfortunately, my squadron was not selected to finish gunnery school and become
fighter pilots. I was terribly disappointed because I felt as though I would make a fairly
decent fighter pilot. I had wonderful eye sight with about 20/15 vision and pretty good co
ordination since I had played baseball, basketball and some football in my life. I was also
an excellent wing shot, so I felt as though I would make a pretty decent fighter pilot. I had
never been on a skeet range in my life. Anyway, we were each given a 12 gauge automatic
shot gun and shot a round of skeet. Since I had done a great deal of shooting in my life, I
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broke 24 birds the first time I ever shot skeet. In fact, I have never been able to break that
many birds since. In fact I broke more birds than anybody else in my group and also broke
five or six more birds than my instructor broke.
Low level navigation was really legalized buzzing. We were not supposed to fly
any lower than about 200 feet; however, I must confess that sometimes we flew
considerably lower than that. When we were scheduled to fly a low altitude across
country, we would get a map and study the trip. It was necessary to memorize your
various headings since you did not have a chance to look at the map while you were
flying low altitude or otherwise you may hit a pine tree or a power line. Anyway I made
several flights, and it was great fun . We learned about the affect of cross-winds on
compass headings. In other words, you must allow for drift in order to fly a straight track
across the ground. For most ofus, this part of our training was pure pleasure. Only once
more in my Air Force career I was given the opportunity to do some legalized buzzing.
While I was in Corsica training for a secret low altitude mission; however, I am getting a
little ahead of myself At that time, we were flying down the beach so low that we dusted
off the General' s tent, and when we landed we got a reprimand. Fortunately, shortly
thereafter, this mission was cancelled for other reasons. Otherwise I might not be here.
Instrument flying was also a must. We spent more time in the Link trainer than
we had in basic training. We also spent a lot of time under the hood flying with our
instructor pilot. If you get into bad weather and, this happens to all who fly, it gives you
the ability to return home in one piece. We also worked hard at formation flying. Our
instructor would take a cadet on each wing, and we would go through a series of
maneuvers requiring you to stay in position in other than straight and level flying. In
combat, this is an absolute necessity if you intend to survive. Another thing that we took
much more seriously than we had in the past, was aircraft identification. We were taught
to identify at a glance various types of both Japanese and German airplanes.
The time went on and finally we were scheduled for graduation on November 3 ,
1943 . The day before, I needed a couple o fhours o fadditional flying time. I had :finished
all ofthe required curriculum of instruments, formation flying etc. My instructor told me
to go up and have fun for a couple of hours, which I did. I did a lot acrobatics, such as
snap rolls, slow rolls, loops, etc., and just generally had a lot offun playing with the
clouds. Little did I know that this would be my last opportunity to fly acrobatics and just
fly for fun. I remember well my last landing as an aviation cadet. I was full of myself and
it was such a nice autumn day and I came down the final approach and I was sitting on top
of the world. Unfortunately, I was not paying a great deal of attention to flying the
airplane. When I landed and began my landing roll, my left wind started to go down,
which meant that I was about to ground loop. I gave it a little more power , depressed the
opposite rudder and the wing came back up. When I landed and taxied up to the squadron
area and parked, I couldn't help thinking how stupid I had been to almost ground loop the
airplane on my final ride as an aviation cadet. Anyway, I had good training. Once I started
to ground loop, I had been trained well on recovery and managed to recover without any
problems, except to my ego, which could stand a little deflating.
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That night we had a graduation dance for our class. I had met several girls from
Moutrie and I invited one of them to the dance. Unfortunately, I do not even remember
her name. Anyway, this was a great occasion, we danced, relaxed and really enjoyed
ourselves. Although this was a most pleasant experience, it was nothing like a college
fraternity dance because we were aware of our future.
The great day finally arrived and we had a formal military review on the ramp
where we received our silver wings. My family came up for the ceremony and it is my
recollection that my mother pinned the wings on my uniform. As a part of the graduation
package, I also received orders to r report to Greenville, South Carolina after a 30-day
leave, and to join a B-25 replacement group.
I went home with my family and enjoyed 30 days of leisure. I dated several girls, I
also did some quail hunting and Uncle Same invited me to go down to the Ocala National
Forest to deer hunt with him for a couple of days. As I recall, I even killed a very small
deer while I was down there. All too soon, my leave was over and I reported to
Greenville, South Carolina.
I arrived in Greenville, South Carolina the first week in December, 1943 .
Greenville is a nice little town, with approximately 75 or 80,000 people located in the
foothills of the Smokey Mountains. When I arrived winter was just beginning, and to
someone who lived in Florida it was very cold. Greenville was another of many Air Force
Bases that had been constructed since the beginning of World War II. I lived in the BOQ,
which is the Bachelor Officers Quarters, which is nothing more than a converted barracks.
We all had tiny rooms, enough room for a cot and a few places to hang your clothes. We
had to a community bathroom and so forth. Although it was suppose to be an Officers
Quarters, it was pretty rustic and very barren. Our groups sole mission was to train
replacement crews to be sent to B-25 groups in combat, to replace either crews that were
lost and/or those that had finished their tour of duty. There was another similar base which
was nearby in Columbia, South Carolina. Basically, what we did, was to learn the
mechanical aspects of the B-25 and learn to fly the airplane. We were each assigned to a
crew which consisted of six men. There were two pilots, a pilot and a co-pilot, and in our
case a navigator/bombardier. We also had three enlisted men who were all Sergeants. One
was an engineer/gunner, the second was a radio/gunner and the third was the tail gunner
which we met the first time. The pilot was a little guy by the name of Goff from Georgia.
He typically had the little man syndrome. Basically, he was a pretty sorry excuse for a
pilot. As his co-pilot, I basically went to combat completely untrained. Like Basic and
Advance, we had a curriculum that we completed. This involved a number of navigational
problems, such as over water navigation, etc. We also did a little instrument training and a
little formation flying. I was stationed in Greenville for about three months prior to going
overseas. On the social side, I met a very nice young lady named Helen Jones, who
worked as a teller in a local bank. She had a nice little apartment and we spent a lot of
time together, going to the movies or just sitting and talking. She was a small town girl,
from the hills of North Carolina, and was obviously looking for a husband. Since I was a
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brand new 2nd Lieutenant, facing a tour ofoverseas duty in combat, I was not a candidate;
however, I did enjoy talking to her, and we enjoyed each others company. Many years
later when I came back to Greenville, I inquired about her and found that she was married
during the War and had five or six kids. That pretty well tells the whole story. One ofthe
things that I especially remember about Greenville was the fact that this was the first year
of my life that I was away from my family for Christmas. I felt lonely and sorry for myself;
however, being an officer I couldn't let anyone know how I really felt. We went through
our various training requirements, and in March we received orders to go to Hunter Air
Force Base, which was in Savannah, Georgia. At Hunter, we were processed for overseas
and received a number of vaccinations indoctrinations ofvarious kinds, etc. Finally around
the 20th ofMarch we received orders to report to Billy Mitchell Field in New York City.
We went by railroad and were billeted in one of the large hotels. I cannot remember the
name of the hotel although it was one of the nicer hotels located in downtown Manhattan.
When we arrived, we were told by the Air Force liaison officer that we would be
contacted when we were due to leave. As a result, we had several days on our own in
New York and did a lot ofjust wandering around and rubbernecking. New York City is
somewhat different from Archer. Anyway, I enjoyed looking at the shops, etc. While we
were there I went around with our navigator/bombardier, a young man by the name of
John Chapman. We went to a couple ofnight clubs and saw several good shows including
Jimmy Durante. About Thursday, we met a couple ofgirls from Bridgeport, Connecticut,
who worked in an aircraft factory. We talked to them and made arrangements to meet
them Saturday in New York. We were all set for the week-end; however, Friday night we
received a telephone call advising us that we would be taken to Billy Mitchell Field, which
at that time, was in New York. It has now been renamed as La Guardia and is a large
airfield. About the same time on Saturday that the girls train was arriving in New York,
we were being loaded on a C-54 heading overseas. At that time, the C-54 was our largest
transport. It was a four-engine airplane and really a nice bird. Years later when I was
stationed in Greenland, I flew C-54s a number oftimes, and they were a good
dependable airplane. Anyway, we boarded the airplane, together with several other crews,
and headed North for parts unknown. When we landed, we were advised that we were in
Gander, Newfoundland, which is about 3 or 3-½ hours North and East of New York
City. We were there for several hours, had some food and had a chance to stretch our
legs. However, we could not leave the base. Anyway, there was nothing in Gander to see
ifwe had gotten off the base and there was over a foot ofsnow on the ground. After a few
hours, we returned to our airplane and headed out over the Atlantic toward the Azores.
Once offshore we were allowed to open our sealed orders, which indicated that we were
going to a place called Telergma in Algeria. I had never heard ofTelergma and neither had
any ofthe other members ofthe crew. After about six hours offlying, we landed in the
Azores which are really nothing more than several mountain tops sticking out ofthe
water. We were there for another three or four hours. We stretched our legs, went to the
bathroom, ate, etc., and late in the afternoon we took off again and headed East to
Morocco. Hours later we landed in Casablanca. This was really a culture shock.
Casablanca, was a part ofFrench Morocco, and as you know, it was basically inhabited by
Arabs and French. This was something new and different to me and was a long way from
Archer, Florida. We were in Casablanca for a couple ofdays and were then picked up and
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flown to Algiers. Algiers is probably six or seven hundred miles due east of Casablanca,
and also on the Mediterranean Coast. At that time Algiers had been liberated from the
Germans for several months. We found that Algiers was a fairly large and cosmopolitan
city. We were in Algiers for a couple of days and were billeted in one of the local hotels,
which was not bad living. During this period of time, John Chapman and I joined several
other young Lieutenants and went to a night club. This night club had been recommended
to us, and we were not disappointed. There were a lot of people there, mostly Allied
officers. Some of these were from the British 8 th Army that had fought all the way from
Suez, together with our Air Force and Navy people. Basically, the only males at the club
were military or Naval officers. There were several nice looking well dressed girls around,
and there were also some high ranking brass. I remember especially Major General Nate
Twining, Commander of the 15 th Air Force, was there with the actress Marlena Dietrich.
General Twining, later became Chief of Staff of the U. S . Air Force. Marlene was a very
beautiful woman and looked about as pretty as she did in the movies. While we were
sitting and drinking and talking, a very expensive but cheap wine, a young lady who was
well dressed and very pretty walked up to our table. She then said, would you like to go to
bed with me. Being fresh out of Archer, I had no idea what to say. I sat there with my
mouth open and didn't say anything. After a couple of minutes she got up and wished us
luck and walked away. She went to the next table and a Major from the British 8 th Army
left with her. I learned later that the only well dressed women in the war zone were
prostitutes. The next morning we headed to the airport and were loaded on an airplane.
This time it was a Gooney Bird, which is the old C-47 and flown South into the edge of
the Algerian desert to a base named Telergama. This was an unusual base in that it was a
re-supply depot for men and airplanes headed into combat. When we arrived there, there
were almost 100 B-25s sitting on the ramp, wing tip to wing tip waiting to be flown to
Italy and later to Corsica. These were basically replacement airplanes for those that had
been shot down and/or worn out, etc. There were also a number of replacement crews,
such as ours there. We were in Telergma for a week or so, and finally we were picked up
by another Gooney Bird and flew across the Mediterranean to a base just East of Naples
and also near the foot of Mount Vesuvius. This was the headquarters for the 57th Bomb
Wing to which we were assigned. The 57th Bomb Wing time consisted of three bomb
groups, the 3 10th, the 3 2 1 st and the 340th . I was assigned to the 32 1st bomb group, and to
the 446th bomb squadron, which is a part of the group. At this time the 3 2 1 st was stationed
at a little town called Paestum, which was an old Greek colony dating back 1 , 000 years or
so. This was the base that our troops landed in Italy. The entire base was located just off
the main road from the southern part of ltaly up to Salemo, Naples and from there to
Rome. Just outside our base was a military cemetery wit overl,000 American graves.
There were rows and rows of white crosses and/or stars of David. There were also about
40 or 50 graves of British soldiers who were killed during the invasion. In one comer
there were about 15 to 20 graves of German soldiers. This gives you an idea of our
relative losses in the landing at Salerno. The name of this cemetery was Mount Soprano. I
don't know if it is still there or not. I suspect that most of the American and British dead
have been reburied in the United States and Britain. Anyway, this was a very quiet
peacefully place, but very awe inspiring. For the first time I realized that if things, didn't
go well that I might have a resting place there. This is all a part of my growing up period.
19

On the other side of the road, which was a well traveled highway, the airfield was
located. Each of our four squadrons had an area on the airfield for parking its airplanes.
The one thing that I observed from the very beginning was that this was a busy road and
was crowded with refugees. These were for men and women who had no place to go and
were looking for a place to settle down and live. This was a sad sight because many of
. these people were not well dressed and were obviously hungry. This was not the most
pleasant sight that I have seen in my life; however, it was a fact of life in war-time Italy.
As a junior officer, I was quickly placed on the roster to be Officer of the Day.
This is a high sounding title that does not mean much except you are responsible that the
base is secure without refugees wandering around our tents, etc. Basically you go around
at night and inspect the base to see that everything is in order. One of the jobs of the
Officer of the Day is also to inspect the living quarters for the air crews. I was amazed
when I found that most tents also had one or more women living there. The Sergeants
obviously took food from the mess hall and brought it to their tents for them to eat.
Actually the tents, which had a woman or two living there, were much cleaner than the
others. I talked to some of the old timers and was told that this was nothing new or
unusual and was business as usual. The women felt like they were being very well
treated and they were warm and well fed, which was a lot better than being on the streets
and roads in bad weather, as occurs in the spring in Italy. I went about my business and
didn't say anything to anybody, other than to comment on the cleanliness of the tents and
did the other things that young Second Lieutenants are supposed to do. But this, like
many other things that I was seeing made a lasting impression on me. The absolute
destitution of the people of Italy was very sad. Later I went to Salemo and to Naples and
to Battapaglia. Battapaglia is a town between Paestum and Salemo and was a railway
junction. The Germans used the railroad system in Italy, which was fairly substantial to
move troops back and forth and supplies in support of their troops. We bombed the town
more than once and when I went through there several months later there were nothing
but shells of buildings left. There were a few people picking through the ruins, but
basically the whole place was uninhabitable. I understand that there were some 25,000 to
30,000 people living there prior to the other invasion. You never get used to this sort of
thing, but you saw a lot of this during the war. As bad as this was, it was better than
having American cities destroyed.
When I first arrived in Italy, we were billeted in an ancient monastery, just a few
miles from Mount Vesuvius. On the second or third night that I was there, I was using
the latrine, standing and looking at Mount Vesuvius through the slit in the wall that
passed as a window. There was always a plume of smoke coming from the top of the
mountain. Suddenly, I saw huge red hot rocks flying out to of the top of the Volcano and
rolling down the slope. You could easily see them in the dark. I asked some of the
people if this was usual and they said 'Yes' and that Vesuvius acted up once in a while
and there was nothing to be excited about. A couple of days after we left and arrived in
Paestum, Vesuvius really blew its top and had a major, major eruption of volcanic ash
etc., and also red hot rocks. At that time the 340th bomb group was based at the foot of
Mount Vesuvius. When Vesuvius erupted, the red hot lava & volcanic ash knocked holes
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In the airplanes which were rendered unusable. As a consequence, ofthe groups airplanes
were destroyed on the ground.
One of the first things that I did when we arrived at Paestum was to fly back to
Telergma. We would take a crew with us which would pick up a new B-25 and ferry it
back to Italy. As I recall I made several trips from Italy down to Telergma for this
purpose.
When I first started flying combat on March 29, 1944, this was the overall
situation in Italy. The Americans had landed in Italy approximately six or seven months
previously. The British 8 th Army had landed down hear Taranto in the boot ofltaly, and
had worked their way up the East coast ofltaly. We had basically worked our way up the
West coast, albeit very slowly. In the last ofMarch 1944, the battle line stretched from the
western part of Italy all across the peninsular in the eastern coast of Italy. At that time the
front was about 3 0 or 40 miles north ofNaples. In this area, there were a number of
mountains and hills which made to order for defense. As a result, the Germans had heavily
fortified the entire front. The main Germans stronghold in this line was the Abbey Casino.
As the name sounds, this was a Catholic monastery situated up on top ofa mountain. The
Germans quickly occupied the Abbey and set up an elaborate observation post there. From
their observation they could see everything that moved for miles in both directions. Our
Fifth Army and the British Eighth Army had attacked this line throughout the winter,
without much success.
The role of the medium bomber was to seal off the battlefield from all ofthe
Germans sources ofsupply. As a result, our group was assigned all types of missions
designed to interdict the flow ofmaterial and reinforcements to the Germans. We knocked
down every bridge within 50, 60 or even 5 miles North of the Siegfried line which was the
name ofthe line the Germans were using as defense. We had a few fighters also which
were utilized for close ground support. At that time our targets involved destroying
bridges, road intersections, and also a couple ofairfields that the Germans were using
from time to time.
During the winter, the Americans and the British, were stock piling ammunition,
food and were also bringing in reinforcements for a Spring offensive. When the offensive
began around the first ofMay, the German lines held for several days. Then, as their
ammunition and supplies ran low the German lines broke. I was flying a mission when this
occurred and will describe later the scene that I saw at that time. Considering the
unfriendly terrain that our troops were fighting in, and considering the fact that the
Germans always had the high ground, the Allied strategy worked fairly well, although it
took a long time and we took a lot oflosses. When I came to the squadron I was assigned
to a tent. The Officers tents were the same as the enlisted mens tents. There were four
officers to each tent. I was fortunate in that one ofthe occupants ofour tent was our flight
surgeon, Dr. Joseph Warren. Doc Warren had been with the 3 2 1 st since North Africa.
Later, he finished a residency in OB/GYN and practiced in Lynchburg, Virginia. He had,
against orders, flown a number ofcombat missions himself, and was a decent man and
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very savvy. When I first came into the squadron, one of the occupants of the tent was the
squadron navigator, who I will leave unnamed. He was in the process of returning home.
He had been the lead navigator on a bombing raid in support of our offensive against
MonteCasino. Through a navigational error we dropped bombs on New Zealanders, who
were trying to reach the same objective. Unfortunately, these bombs killed several of
them. For the short time that he was in the tent with me, he pretty much stayed to himself
and didn't have much to say. I found out later that Doc Warren had sent him home
because of combat fatigue.
When I first arrived in the squadron, I had an interview with Major Paul T.
Cooper, who at that time was the squadron operations office. When I asked him why he
flew missions he stated that he needed to understand what the aircrews were going
through. Major Cooper, shortly there afterwards, was made the Squadron Commander,
because of the departure of the existing Commander. In this interview, Major Cooper,
(hereinafter called "PT"), discovered that I had had little or no training in flying the B-25
and that I was not ready for combat. When I told him of my lack of experience, he smiled
and said "that within the next few days we will do something about that". From that day
forward, for many, many days when I was not scheduled to fly a mission, I flew the B-25
and learned to take it off, land, and became a pretty good pilot.
Later, I flew co-pilot on a number of missions where PT lead the whole squadron.
He was a good man and ultimately, asked me if l would volunteer to fly as his co-pilot on
a classified mission. I told him that I would. Fortunately, this mission was never flown.
Anyway, my personal relationship with PT was close. I liked him and admired him greatly,
and he apparently thought I was a pretty decent co-pilot, since I flew with him on a
number of missions.
Within a few days after I arrived in the squadron, we also had a new Group
Commander. Our former Group Commander had been kicked upstairs to be the Director
of Operations for the 57th Bomb Wing. Our new group Commander, Col. Richard Smith
(Snuffy), was a West Pointer, and was a little freckled faced, red headed Irishman. He
couldn't have been more than five feet, seven or eight inches tall. He was also about the
meanest man I ever saw. A few days after he arrived we had an "Officers Call" in which all
the officers attended. He made a speech which I will never forget. He told us that we
about the sorriest group in the Mediterranean Theater of Operations and that our bombing
accuracy was only about 30%. He stated that we going to change from the worst to the
best and that he was going to see to it that we did. He also challenged anybody that didn't
want to live by these rules to meet him out behind the tent and that he would kick the hell
out of them. I smiled at this because there were a lot of people around much bigger and
stronger than he. Anyway, we started off universally hating him. As time went on, and I
became more experienced, we learned that every time that Snuffy Smith showed up in
flying clothes, that we were in for a rough ride. He always flew in the lead ship which was
the preferred target of the German gunners. I never learned to like him, but I did learn to
respect him. He was a tough leader and did exactly what he said he was going to do. We
went back to the drawing board, and he instituted a very rigorous training program for the
22

entire group. This meshed very nicely with my program oflearning to become a better B25 pilot. Anyway, after two or three months, the Group bombing accuracy rose from
about 3 0% to 90%. We were considered to be the best Group in the 57th Bomb Wing.
Also, he told us that we were going to successfully complete our missions, and ifwe did a
bad job that we would go back tomorrow. This was true, and if we missed a bridge, the
next day we went back again. By this time, the Germans had doubled the number of guns
to shoot at us. We learned that lesson quickly. No matter how thick the flak, we stayed in
close formation and dropped our bombs where we should have. By this time, we knew
that ifwe came back the next day, that flak would be twice as bad. So we learned to get
the job done correctly the first time.
I flew my first combat mission on March 29, 1 944. Our target was an airdrome
which was sometime as used by the Germans, at Viterbo, in Central Italy. We flew loaded
with 1 00 pound bombs, for the purpose ofknocking holes in the runways so it was
unusable. As I recall, there was a modest amount offlak there, but I did not see any
German airplanes on the ground on the break away. I saw flak for the first time I was
looking out of the window when a black puff of smoke appeared off our right wing. It
contained greasy looking smoke and pretty soon there were several more there. We
received a moderate amount offlak and we returned home without losing an airplane. I
was more curious than afraid at that time. I later changed my mind about those "black
roses". When we returned home, I inspected te airplane and found we had several holes
where pieces offlak had pierced the skin ofthe airplane. From then on, I looked at flak a
little differently. I didn't think it was very pretty and I didn't' like to see it.
Since we did most of our bombing from medium altitudes of 10 to 1 2,000 feet,
none ofthe German anti-aircraft guns could reach us except the 88. This was a very
versatile weapon which the Germans used as field artillery, anti-tank guns. The way flak
works is that the Germans would shoot a shell or a barrage of shells to a pre-determined
altitude and they would all blast at about the same time. Each exploding shell would throw
off literally dozens of fragments. Depending upon how close they were you could either
receive minimal damage or you could undergo major damage which could cause the
airplane to fall. As long as I was flying both in France and Italy, every time the Germans
retreated they always took their 88s with them. The further north we bombed, the more
concentrated the flak became.
My second mission is one I will never forget .. We went to Perugia Main which was
the primary airport in Italy, used by the Germans. This was also the home ofthe famed
"Yellow Nose" Squadron. For months prior to my arriving overseas, this squadron had
attacked us on several occasions. They were apparently flown by Germans, rather than
Hungarians or allies ofthe Germans. They were tough and did not mind boring in on our
formation. During my missions we were only attacked several times and only several times
did the German pilots seriously attempt to penetrate our curtain offire.
Now, for the ABCs of how missions were flown. When you are briefed, you are
given an IP which is the initial point for commencing your bomb run. Your navigator,
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brings the entire squadron to this point. Once you get to the IP, the lead ship makes a pre
determined turn to the proper heading and goes straight for the target. At the IP, your
bomb bay doors are opened and you must fly straight and level. This is the time when our
planes are most vulnerable and the flak is the heaviest. When the lead ship drops its
bombs, each bombardier hit' s the release button instantaneously. We immediately closed
our bombay doors. At briefing, you are told that we would break right or left. The lead
ship immediately starts a steep diving turn to either the left or the right. Immediately there
is another diving turn in the opposite direction. This is repeated a couple more times and
the squadron tightens its formation and heads for home. If you are flying right wing for
instance and the break is to the right you immediately have to reduce your power to stay
in formation. When the break starts to the left, you pushed the throttles to the fire-wall
since the break will be away from you. This requires some very nifty flying to stay in
formation. If you have not been hit while with your bomb bay doors are open, you almost
certainly will not be hit during these diving turns. In other words, unless the group is
attacked by fighters we were usually nearly home free.
In this particular case, since Perugia was the main airfield used by the German Air
Force in Italy, we drew heavy flak. One thing that I remember, is that when we turned on
the break-away, I looked down and saw a number of German fighters in individual
revetments, which were obviously sandbagged. None of these airplanes came up to
challenge us. At this time, I realized that the Germans would lose this war since they could
not or would not challenge us in the air while we were bombing their home base. From
that time on, the Germans apparently moved most, if not all, of their airplanes to
Germany from Italy. They would from time to time bring airplanes in for short periods of
time to attack bomber formations, but this did not occur on a regular basis.
Being co-pilot, is the worst job in the Air Force. You sit there ready to take over
the airplane if the pilot is incapacitated. Unless' that time comes, you really do not have
much to do except watch. As a result, you get a bird's eye view of exactly what is going
on and you see all of the flak. You are a spectator, although a helpless one. Okay, Lessson
Two about flak. Over time, having been shot at, I learned to judge pretty well its dangers.
If the burst of flak was far enough away from you that all you could see was the smoke as
the shell exploded, you generally will not receive anything but minor damage. If the flak is
close enough that you can hear the explosion of the shell over the roar of the engine, you
know that you are in serious trouble. Generally, you will get some heavy damage if it
affects a vital part of the airplane. Sometimes, the Germans would throw up a lot of flak;
however, none of it was close. I suspected, on those occasions, that the gunners were
probably Hungarians or some other nationality that the Germans had forced into their
military. When the first burst of flak is almost in your cockpit you know the Germans were
the guys shooting the guns and that they had radar range finders. Anyway, we had several
airplanes pretty well shot up at Perugia; however, as I recall, we all made it home safely.
This was also my first opportunity to see what happened when you have wounded on
board. Several crew members were injured by flak and needed medical attention. The pilot
orders that bombardier to fire a red flare and you land first. Otherwise, we circled the field
by squadron and landed in the order that we had taken off. Over time we became pretty
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good at this, although it took 15 to 20 minutes to get the entire group on the ground.
When one airplane has landed and turns off the runway, the next one will be half-way
down the runway and the third plane is just touching down. So we were landing three
airplanes at a time, although at about 30 second intervals. As I recall, after the mission to
Perugia our plane had a number of holes, however, none of them were serious. In the
squadron at that time, we had about twice as many airplanes on hand as we needed for
day-to-day operations. If you flew the same airplane, you would fly a day and if your
airplane had holes, in it, it would be taken off the line for one or two missions. As a
result the crews flew about every second or third day. Our maintenance crews got to be
very adept at filling puncture holes in the skin of the aircraft. I used to call them
"tinsmiths"; however, they really did a great job.
If you are training, you fly with an experienced pilot as co-pilot. I would do the
usual things, such as learning to fly formation, land, take-off and learn the things that you
need to know to keep from getting killed in combat. I flew several missions with a young
captain who also had the "little man" syndrome. After a few missions with him, I talked
to PT Cooper and told him that I did not wan to fly with this guy any more, since I did
not think he had good judgment. I will later relate these incidents.
One of the worst experiences that I had in my early combat tour occurred when
we were flying close support for the troops on the ground at Anzio beachhead.
Beginning on May 1 1, 1944, I flew four missions in three days. The first one was against
Piombina Harbor which is across a narrow strait from Elba, which is an island just off the
coast of ltaly. The next two days I flew three missions in support of the ground troops.
The Germans had attacked at Anzio and were about to overrun our beachhead. Our wing
received a call from headquarters ordering us to fly in close support of the infantry being
attacked there. We flew maximum efforts which were12. airplanes from our squadron
and also 12 from each of the other three squadrons. We put 48 airplanes in the air and
flew in support of the beachhead. I assume the 3 10th and the 340th Groups, also members
of our wing, also received similar orders. At this time, the Allies were attacking the
German lines from the Mediterranean to the Adriatic. The attack on the beachhead was a
brilliant tactical decision on the part of the German general staff in order to relieve the
pressure on the German line; however, it did not work. I remember a couple things about
that mission. First, as we approached the beachhead there were a number of Navy
warships offshore and they were apparently traveling around in circles about 1 5 miles
offshore. I asked why isn't the Navy here trying to stop the Germans. I was told that
these ships were considered too valuable for close support of the infantry.
Anyway, we were loaded with frag bombs, which are an unusual type of bomb.
There are very small, probably weighing no more than 20 pounds. They have different
length of fuses and the length of the fuse determines when the bomb explodes. In other
words, they are basically daisy cutters and they are designed to mow down anything right
at the ground level within their range. The frag bombs were wired together on four steel
rods and were about 80 frag bombs on each bundle. I recall that each plane carried four
double loaded bundles of these bombs. When the bundle is dropped it tears apart and
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the frag bombs spread out and cover a large area. These are designed for antipersonnel
work. Normally, when we dropped bombs, we flew either in three elements ofthree
planes, and we javelined down in trail. In other words, the second element was about six
or eight feet or maybe 10 feet lower than the first element and all the way down to the
third element. When you drop frag bombs, since they are light in weight they do not go
straight down like a 1,000 pound bomb. Instead, they tend to fly through the air like
leaves on a fall day. This pilot that leading our element flew under the element ahead ofus,
rather than above it. Since I was new, I didn't realize what was going on until it was
bombs away and bombs were flying all around us. Basically we flew through dozens of
bombs, plus the steel rods that held them together. This was extremely dangerous and we
were lucky that a bomb or steel rod didn't hit us and take a wing off When we landed, I
asked the pilot ifwe were not supposed to javelin up rather than down and he said yes,
that he had forgotten what he was doing. I didn't say anything more about it. Anyway,
soon thereafter, we received intelligence reports indicating that the frag bombs completely
stopped the German attack. We were also told that many ofthe Germans dropped their
weapons and ran from the battlefield screaming. This stopped the German advance on our
beachhead and saved the lives of many of our troops. Two days later we were scheduled
to fly a mission into Central Italy. I do not remember the name ofthe target; however we
had low clouds and bad weather and therefore we could not see or bomb our primary
target. When this occurred, the group leader turned and headed back to Corsica. By this
time, Corsica was our new home. I was flying co-pilot for the same flight leader that I had
flown with on the previous missions to Anzio. He decided that our squadron should bomb
our alternate target, which was Porto Ferro, in Elba. Ebia is famous because Napoleon
was the first sent into exile there. As history tells us, he didn't stay long and came back to
France and continued the fight until he lost the battle at Waterloo. Elba was also unusual
in Italy, in that it had iron ore. There is little or no iron ore in Italy and the Germans were
mining the iron ore and shipping it across the narrow stretch of water to a smelter at
Piombino Harbor. This is why we had bombed Piombina three days previously. We were
the only squadron that attacked this alternate target. As soon as we started our bomb run,
I realized that we were in trouble. The first burst offlak was at our exact altitude and too
close for comfort. As got a little closer to the target area, we were flying straight and level
with the bomb bay doors open, and the flak was much heavier and very accurate. I looked
to my left. The airplane on our left wing was on fire, turned and went straight down. I
don't think that any ofthe crew managed to bail out The plane on our right was hard hit,
had feathered one ofits engines, but managed to stay airborne. Ultimately, the crew bailed
out successfully. Also, an airplane in the element behind also was shot up pretty badly and
made it back to Corsica where it landed, wheels up. This was a mistake. The tower told
the pilot to bring the airplane as close to home as possible and have the crew bail out The
pilot replied that he would bring the plane back to the field. When this occurred we had
landed and were standing by our airplane watching the damaged plane land. The pilot
made a nice landing, but as he was sliding on his belly, the wing tip hit the ground and the
plane cart-wheeled, which broke the fuel tanks. As it did, the airplane exploded. The fire
crew and several ambulances were sitting on the end ofthe runway and immediately pulled
the crew out. We were standing some 50 or 60 yards away and the crew did not look in
too bad a shape at that time. We felt and hoped they would survive. They were taken
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directly to the hospital. That night, Doc Warren stated that he was going to visit them. I
asked him ifl could go with him as I had a friend on the crew. As a result, I went with
Doc Warren while he examined our crew. After I got to the hospital, I wished that I had
not gone since they were in horrible shape. They were all burned, and their hair was gone,
and even their teeth were blackened and they were all unconscious. I asked Doc if they
would make it, and he said "no they will probably go tonight", which they did. This was
the most expensive single mission our squadron had while I was flying combat. We lost
other airplanes from time to time and crews had to bail out, but I had never seen flak this
accurate nor this heavy. The first bursts were almost in the cockpit and they got the
airplane on our left and also the one on our right. Later I wondered why we had been
spared. As a result of these two experiences, I told PT that I would rather not fly with this
guy again. I don't remember what happened to him, but I know that I never flew with him
again. From that time I began flying as P.T. Cooper's co-pilot. Major P. T. Cooper
graduated from the University of Purdue and was a natural leader. Later he asked me if l
would volunteer to fly as his co-pilot on a classified mission, I agreed to do this; however,
fortunately this mission was cancelled. I think that I knew where we were going and it
would not have been very pretty. Anyway, we will never know how that mission would
have panned out. As a result Major Cooper and I became very close and from time to time
he would lend me his staff car which was a real treat. I later learned that he had remained
in the Air Force after the war and had retired as a two star General.
I have gotten ahead of myself insofar as time sequence goes. Around the middle of
April, we began to hear rumors that our Group was moving to Corsica. Around the end of
April, we were told to pack our personal belongings and put them in our airplane. I
packed up my gear and put it in the airplane and we flew a mission as planned. Instead of
returning to Italy, we flew to Corsica after the mission was completed. The Corps of
Engineers had built our group a new base near the little town of Solenzara, which is
located about two-thirds down the East Coast of Corsica. The engineers had bulldozed a
new runway and had built a new airport about a quarter of a mile from the Mediterranean.
They had built "hard stands" to park our airplanes and taxi ways. Our runway was steel
matting which worked fairly well.
Corsica, especially in May, was a very nice place to live. There are some high
mountains in the middle of the island and a plain ran along the East coast. On the West
coast there is very little level land, the inlets and so forth looked much like the fiords of
Greenland without the floating ice. When we arrived, our tents were already up and
everything was set. The engineers found some trees and made a deal with the owner to
have some lumber rough cut. As a result we had fairly comfortable quarters. We had the
usual tents, but with wood floors and some wood around the edges about three or four
boards high. We also built an officers club and a N.C.O. Club with a great deal of help
from the Italian POWs. It took us about a month or so, but our club became very nice. We
had, as usual a bar, and the mess hall where we ate. Although it doesn't rain much in
Corsica in the Summer, it was a big improvement over standing in the mess line in and
mud and in the rain as we did in Italy. After we arrived in Corsica, I suspected and
correctly, that our next landing of troops would be in southern France. Also Corsica was
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closer to targets in Northern Italy, than flying from southern Italy.
Shortly after we arrived in Corsica our big Spring offensive, which had been
planned for months, occurred. The Germans line held for three or four days, until they ran
out of materials, food, ammo, etc. Their defense line melted. When we flew a mission the
next day, we saw the roads were clogged with German troops and their equipment
retreating North. To my amazement, the Germans had few trucks and depended to a large
extent on horses. Most oftheir guns were being towed by horses, believe it or not.
Anyway, as they trudged north, our fighters had a field day. As far as you could see, there
were fighters working over the retreating Germans. There were pillars ofsmoke where
vehicles had been destroyed. At this time, I thought that the war in Italy was probably
over. However, the Germans are very good and very tough warriors and very innovative.
After the first day's disaster, when the German troops retreated up the road in the
daylight, their Commanders quickly put a stop to that. They hid all day in the brush and
timber near the road and at night they retreated north. Once the German lines were
broken, our troops broke out ofthe Anzio Beachhead and within a day or so had captured
Rome.
As always, the Germans took their 88s with them as they retreated northward to
another line near Florence which is about 1 00 miles north of Rome. There they dug in
again. Once more, the Germans held the high ground and they were looking down the
throats ofour troops. As a result ofthis defeat, and the loss ofthe territory formerly
controlled by the Germans in Italy, our targeting changed. In support of the Spring
offensive, we had knocked down most ofthe bridges within 50 to 1 00 miles ofthe front.
Now, we b basically had to do the same thing all over again except that the targeted
bridges were entirely different. Instead ofhaving small bridges many of which were lightly
defended or not defended at all. The bridges over the Po River and its tributaries were
concrete and steel. Each bridge was fiercely defended with anti-aircraft guns, and also,
occasionally with fighters. Flying into the Po Valley and northern Italy, was closer from
Corsica than it was from Paestum, which was the primary reason for our move from
southern Italy.
When the 32 1 st was transferred from Italy to Solenzara, Corsica the 340th bomb
group was also transferred, They were stationed up the road about 3 0 miles north ofthe
321 st . You will recall that this group whose airplanes were essentially wiped out when Mt.
Vesuvius erupted. They had been in Corsica only a short time when the Germans paid
them a visit. Their bombers strafed and bombed and essentially destroyed most ofthe
340th airplanes again. We considered them to be the hard luck outfit, or maybe it was just
poor planning, who knows, Now for the first time the 57th bomb wing was essentially all
together. The 340th was up the road about 3 0 miles from us, the 3 10th was about 1 0 miles
North ofus at a place called Ghisonaccia and we were at Solenzara.
Now a little bit about this area. Corsica is located about 1 00 miles off the West
coast ofitaly. To the sou ttPf Corsica is the island of Sardinia. These two islands are
separated by the straits ofBonifaccio. Sardinia was and still is owned by Italy and Corsica
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is owned by France. When France fell, the Germans occupied Corsica for a short period of
time. They built a fighter base at Ghisonaccia but as the war slowly but surely went against
the Germans, they evacuated their troops and abandoned their bases on Corsica.
The Corsicans are difficult people. As you know Napoleon was a Corsican. For
years and even today, they are still lobbying and fighting for their independence from
France. It is a very poor country; however, in the mountains there are many fine homes
which are summer homes owned by the wealthy Frenchmen, which were abandoned
during the war. The Corsicans did not particularly like the Americans, and we were not
particularly fond ofthem since they were very difficult. The East coast of Corsica has a
number ofreally fine beaches. Less than a mile from our airport, there was a nice beach. In
the summertime we sometimes went to the beach, drank a little beer, swam and relaxed.
Unfortunately, their were few if any women there. Nothing but the same guys that you
associated with all of the time. Corsica suffered very little war damage, and except for
being poverty stricken it was a fairly pleasant place to be. The capital Bastia, was about
1 00 miles up the road from Solenzara and was a town ofabout 20 or 25,000 people. On
the other side of Corsica, is the town of Ajaccio, which is the birth place ofNapoleon.
Those are about the only towns ofany size on Corsica. Most ofthe Corsicans live in
Villages which are stuck up high in the mountains, and are pretty well isolated from the
rest ofthe world.
As we became settled in Corsica, life adopted more ofa routine. On the days that
we did not fly combat, we flew training missions. By this time I had acquired substantial
experience and felt as though I was about ready for my own crew. Fortunately, PT Cooper
felt the same way and on July 2, 1 944, four days before my 20th birthday, I flew my first
mission as Pilot in Command. The next day I flew another mission as co-pilot, probably
with PT Cooper, and from that day all ofmy 30 missions were as Pilot in Command.
As time went on, we began to see evidence building up ofan invasion ofsouthern
France. First we had a number ofgliders land on our field. Gliders are towed in, there are
usually two of them tied to the back-end ofthe C-47. The airplane lands on the runway
and the gliders are cut loose before the airplane comes in and they land on the runway
also. Since they don't have power, they have to be towed off the runway. We begari to
have gliders stuck around most of our hard stands, and in the bushes, but parked there.
We also began to see some strange faces appear in our officers club at dinner time. These
guys, most of them flight officers, had automatic rifles across their shoulders, which was a
little unusual for us. We learned that most of these flight officers had been cadets who
washed out of pilot training.
Anyway, our group began bombing gun in emplacements off the coast ofsouthern
France. After that we began working on bridges. We bombed as far north as Avignon,
which is about 150 miles from the coast up on the Rhone River. The Rhone is a very large
river. There was a large railroad bridge across the river near Avignon, and our mission
was to knock it down, which we did. Avignon was a very old town and was in Medieval
days the home of Popes and was the center of the Catholic Church. The purpose for
29

destroying these bridges was to prevent the Germans from bringing reinforcements into
southern France and to isolate the battle field.
The invasion of Southern France occurred on August 15, 1944. We were sent up
to neutralize gun positions near where the troops were to land. On the way, we passed
over the invasion fleet. There were ships in the water almost as far as you could see. The
I 5 th Air Force was also out in force. They had over I , 000 heavy bomb bers in the air. We
also had a maximum effort and there were several hundred B-25s dealing with various
ground targets. I only saw one German airplane, and it was quickly shot down by one of
our fighters. Several days after the invasion began, we received an order to go to Toulon
Harbor for the purpose of sinking or neutralizing several French warships. At the time that
France surrendered, it had a very large Navy, probably the third or fourth in the world.
They also had a number of warships based in Toulon, which is in southern France. This
was the main port for much ofthe French Navy. Several of their ships were scuttled by
their crews, when France surrendered; however, not all of them. One of the battle ships
that remained afloat was the Strasbourg. Pre-Invasion reconnaissance showed that the
Strasbourg together with a heavy cruiser and a destroyer and a submarine had been
repositioned within Toulon Harbor. Intelligence also indicated that the guns on the
Strasbourg were operational and that the ship was manned probably by Germans. In those
days, a battleship carried several batteries of 1 5 or 1 6-inch guns. These guns could shoot a
1,000-pound shell 12 to 15 miles. As a result, intelligence was concerned about the
Strasbourg wrecking havoc on our ships in the invasion armada. There was precedent for
this concern, since when we invaded North Africa in 1942, the French battle ship Jean
Bartl attempted to shell our invasion fleet. I think it was put out of action by the British
Navy. As a result, our Group received orders to neutralize these French ships. At that
time, the 3 2 1 st had accrued the best bombing record of the three groups in the wing and
was selected to perform this mission. Each ofour squadrons put up nine airplanes, so
there were 3 6 airplanes on the mission. This was considered different from targets that we
had bombed before. I was selected to be one of the nine pilots from our squadron. Most of
our missions were flown in the morning and generally, we would have briefings about
daylight; however, in this one we were briefed in late morning, around Noon as I recall.
When we arrived at our airplanes, the bombs were still being loaded aboard. These bombs
were different from any we had used before. They were long and skinny. Generally,
against bridges we used 1 ,000-pound general-purpose bombs. Because of their girth, the
bomb bay of the B-25 could only hold four of these bombs. The bombs used on the
Toulon mission were armor piercing and they were long and thin . As a result, we were
able to put six bombs in the bomb bay of our airplanes. The B-25 was designed to carry
2, 500 pounds of bombs. We generally carried four one thousand pounders, except for
Frag missions and attacks on the airports. The thousand pounders were fat and the armor
piercing bombs were long and skinny. Anyway, we were loaded with six one thousand
pounders, which was twice the weight ofthe bombs, that the airplane was designed to
carry. This was a very unusual mission and I remember it well. First, we were horribly
overloaded. We each had a full tank of gas since the round trip to Toulon required almost
five hours. This was our extreme range and we did not have gas to spare. Also, we were
carrying 2,000 pounds more bombs that we normally carried. At the briefing, we were
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advised to run our airplane up to full power and stand on the brakes until we reached full
power before beginning our take-off run. As I recall, I was the number 2 airplane to take
off in our squadron. Our squadron, I think, was number two in the mission. Anyway, I did
as I was told and stood on the brakes. Finally, when the lead plane was about halfway
down the runway, I released the brakes. I pushed the throttles all the way to the firewall. I
did not know whether we were going to take off or not. Half-way down the take-off roll, I
pulled the nose wheel just off the runway, and held it there. Right at the end of the
runway, she staggered off the runway. I told the co-pilot that as soon as our wheels
cleared the ground to pull up the gear, which he did. We all got off safely. When we were
airborne I set about joining up with the formation in our usual manner. Normally, we flew
about 1 0,000 feet altitude on our missions. On this particular case, my recollection is that
we were either at 1 3 or 1 4,000 feet, which is pretty high for a medium bomber, not
equipped with supplemental oxygen. We flew around the airport once until all of the
squadrons were I place and headed northwest to France. Usually when we dropped
bombs, we used an I.P. (initial point) on the ground and took a bearing from there to the
target. In this particular case, we had an imaginary I.P. out over the water, some 25 or 3 0
miles away from the target. We had a navigator in the lead plane and a navigator in each
one of the squadrons. It took us, as I recall, over two hours to get there. We hit the I.P.
correctly, and started on our bomb run with our bomb bay doors open. As we got close to
the target, the Germans, and perhaps the French, started shooting at us. We learned later
that there were almost a hundred guns shooting at us. This was the thickest flak that I had
ever seen. It looked almost like a cloud over the target area. Anyway, we went in and
although many ofus got shot up badly, all of our airplanes survived. On the breakaway,
we could not see whether or not we had hit the target since it was covered in smoke. All
of this smoke was in the target area and we felt like we probably had hit the target. Shortly
thereafter, we set up photo reconnaissance planes to survey the bomb site. The pictures
showed that we had hit all of the targets and the Strasbourg had rolled over and way lying
on her side. The cruiser which was also one of the targets had moved, but we did get the
Strasbourg, a submarine and a destroyer which was moored next to the battle ship.
We then started our long trip home. When we got close to Cape Corse, which is
on the northern end of Corsica, we ran into bad weather, so we let down to about 1 , 000
feet or so and tried to slip under the clouds. The group commander gave the order for
each of the squadrons to pick their own route home. Since we had to pick our way
through some pretty nasty weather, now Lt. Col. P. T. Cooper, who was flying with the
lead ship decided that we would fly down the west coast of Corsica and go down south to
the end of the island and swing back to the north and go up the east side of the island. We
did this and we flying several hundred feet over the water. I turned the plane over to my
co-pilot to fly since we were out of the target area. I remember well as we went around a
headland, right in front of us was the British home fleet. This consisted of the battle ship
George V and several cruisers, etc., probably 15 or 20 in number. Obviously, this scared
the hell out of us, and we immediately started firing flares with colors of the day.
Fortunately, the British are not as trigger happy as was the American Navy, and we
quickly veered off and continued on our way. When we finally landed in Corsica our gas
tanks were very close to being empty. We all made it home in one piece, although sever of
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the planes had wounded aboard. We had flown about five hours and four ofthose hours
were above 1 0, 000 feet. I remember that after we got home and relaxed a little bit, I had a
splitting headache, I assume from the lack ofoxygen and probably tension. After we
landed, we were picked up by a G.I. truck as usual, and taken to the area where we were
debriefed. At that time the intelligence people advised us that we had successfully
accomplished our mission. After each mission, each member of the flight crew were each
given two ounces of whiskey. Normally I shared mine with my crew chief; however, this
time I may have drank it myself
As a result ofthis successful raid, the group was awarded a Presidential unit
Citation (A copy ofwhich is attached) All pilots in command, in our squadron who flew
this mission, ultimately were awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross for this mission. We
earned this DFC the hard way. I did not have any wounded on my airplane. This is easy to
remember since fortunately neither I nor any of my crew had any injuries. Obviously we
were very lucky. We did have flak holes all over the airplane as did most of the airplanes
in the squadron. Fortunately, no vital part of the airplane was damaged.
When an airplane came home with flak holes, it was very carefully inspected to
determine whether or not the flak had injured any ofthe vital parts ofthe airplane, such
hydraulic lines, etc. If they did not have serious damages, which occurred in this case, the
"tin smiths" went to work and patched up the holes. We received a number ofholes, but
fortunately none of them were serious. Two days later I flew another mission also to
France to work on the railroad bridges flying the same airplane.
By way ofhistory, when General Pack 7th U. S . Army, landed in southern France,
there was sporadic resistance from the Germans. However, within a few days the
resistance pretty well melted away and the Americans started north and reached northern
France. There they stopped as they began to run out ofsupplies, etc. With the 7th Army in
place, basically the American Army was close to the border ofGermany. Although the
Germans made a last gasp attempt to win the war with an offensive, in the Battle ofthe
Bulge; however, the German Army was slowly, but surely being pushed back towards
Germany and being bled white. Finally in the early Spring of 1 945, after I have been home
for several months, the Americans captured a bridge across the Rhine, at a place called
Ramagen. With that bridge in our possession, we quickly brought troops over the Rhine
and shortly thereafter the Germans resistance ended. In this regard, the Russians were
attacking the Germans to the East and we were attacking from the West and ultimately
Germany ran out of manpower and surrendered. In May of 1 945 the long European War
was over.
Going back, as our troops advanced to the north we ran out ofrailroad bridges to
knock down in France. From that time, we then returned to the Po Valley and the
concrete and steel bridges across the Po river and its tributaries. From 1 0 to 12,000 feet a
railroad bridge or even a large bridge across a large river like the Po looks like a hair
laying across the stream. As I have previously stated, the Germans defended each ofthese
bridges with a lot offire power and occasionally they would bring in fighters for forays
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against our planes.
About a week or so after the invasion, the glider pilots who had landed in southern
France as a part of the invasion began to trickle back to our base, we had a chance to talk
to them and some of them had some very unusual experiences. Many times these pilots
were put in the line as infantry to hold back the Germans when they were attacked. We
suffered a number of casualties; however, for the most part, most of these guys came back
and ultimately left our base, since they had taken all of the gliders away. Once a glider is
used it is through. They were left where they landed. We no longer had gliders parked
everywhere.
The mission to Toulon was my 49th mission. When I first came overseas, a tour of
duty was considered 50 missions. As time went on, or replacement supply began to
dwindle. At that time the number of missions required to be flown was changed from 50 to
57 and shortly thereafter to 63 . Previously I had been given a three-day leave in Rome.
Rome was a very unusual place. First, because of the Vatican and other reason s, it had
been declared an open city. As a result, Rome had no war damage, although we had
bombed the Littorio railroad marshalling yards about 1 0 or 1 5 miles outside of Rome.
When I went to Rome I had no idea what to expect. Actually, it was, in fact, a "Roman
Holiday" . When Rome fell, we confiscated a number of hotels in the heart of Rome. Many
of those hotels were used as resorts and rest areas by our aircrews. Some were given to
the officers' and others to the enlisted men. We stayed in the Hotel Savoy, which is in
downtown Rome. When we landed at the airport, we were picked up in G.I. trucks like
normal, and taken to downtown Rome. When we arrived at the hotel we were met by
pretty girls who gathered around us and wanted to shake our hands, get candy and that
sort of thing. This turned out to be quite a happy experience.
Going back in time, the Italians never liked the Germans. Most of the Italian men
in their military were either dead or in prisoner of war camps. In this regard, I believe that
the Americans held at one time several hundred thousand Italian prisoners. We also had a
few in Corsica and they were very helpful and happy to be out of the war. They made nice
mess boys, helped keep our tents clean, and were waiters in the Officers Club, etc.
i\.nyway, they were very happy to be alive and we treated them very well. There were few
Italian men around Rome and the Italian women did not like the Germans. Everybody in
Rome had either a cousin or an uncle or other relatives who had immigrated to the United
States. When we arrived in Rome the people, especially the girls, were overjoyed to see
us. The Roman girls were entirely different from the girls in southern Italy. Many of them
were either blond or had red hair and were very pretty. Although Italians had a tough time
during the war, by and large, they had not suffered that much. It was very easy to find a
girl who would be delighted to have dinner with you. As a result three or four days in
Rome, after living in Corsica with no women around, was really great. Like most of our
pilots, I hated to go back to Corsica; however, we had to go.
As I flew more and more missions, I started approaching 63, which was the total
that we were required to fly. Sometime before I reached my 63 rd mission, P. T.Cooper,
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who was now our squadron commander and had been promoted to Lt. Colonel, asked me
ifl would stay for a total of 70 missions. I agreed with a couple ofprovisos. I told him I
would stay, provided that when I finished my tour, I would get 3 0 days at home, and I
would return and be reassigned to our squadron as the Assistant Operations Officer. He
agreed with this, and I also told him that before I went home I would like to spend a week
in Rome too, which he also agreed.
As time went on and I began too accrue more missions, I also had as much combat
flying experience as any pilot in the squadron, I began to wonder ifmy luck was not about
to run out. Our losses were usually not that heavy, we averaged about 2 or 3 per cent loss
per miss1on.
Over time, my percentages began to far exceed 1 00%. Luckily, many times when
we lost an airplane, the crew would bail out. If they bailed out away from a city or major
road, they were usually found by Italian Partisans and within a week or so he would be
back in the squadron. When this happened, they were debriefed and were immediately sent
home. The Partisans had an elaborate escape mechanism set up. If you went back to
combat and got shot down again, it would have meant that Italian Partisans, who had
assisted you, would likely be killed. As a result, once you were shot down and made your
way back to our lines, you were debriefed and then sent home. Anyway, toward the end, I
no longer felt invulnerable. When I was young and innocent, I felt like nothing could
happen to me; however, I learned through experience that it could, and did happen to
some very nice people. As time went on, the German flak became heavier and heavier.
However, we finally found a solution to that problem.
When I first started flying combat, we were escorted by British Spitfires. A
Spitfire is a wonderful airplane; however, it doesn't have enough range to go anywhere.
About the time that we crossed the bomb line, and needed fighter cover, they ran short of
fuel and turned around and went home. Later on, we began to be escorted by P-47s. The
P-47 or the "Jug" was a wonderful airplane. It had an air cooled radial engine, and was
also a high altitude fighter. It was our number one fighter for a while until the P-S ls took
over that role because oftheir extra range. Several squadrons of P-47s were assigned to
escort airplanes ofour wing. We found these airplanes to be squadrons ofP-47s were
assigned to escort airplanes in our wing. We found these airplanes to be absolutely the
best close support airplanes for our missions. The last four or five missions that I flew
were against heavily defended targets. As we started down the bomb run, the flak would
be fierce; however, once we got closer to the target, the flak stopped suddenly, just like
somebody turned off a faucet. This was the game plan. As we came to the I.P. and started
our bomb run , the P-47s would coordinate their attack with ours and they would start
their strafing run. A P-47 had eight 50 caliber machine guns mounted on the front ofthe
wings. It was built like a tank. So just before we came to the bomb release point, they
would come right on the deck with their eight 50 caliber machine guns blazing. There
were 1 0 or 15 of them on these strafing runs and others flying top cover. As soon as they
came in on the strafing run the Germans would crawl into their holes. The flak would stop,
we would drop our bombs and the Germans would then start shooting at us. Once we
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closed our bomb bay doors and started our diving turns they rarely, if ever, hit us. So
although the flak got heavier, because of our coordinated attack, we didn't lose as many
people as we had previously. The old "Jug" was a great airplane and it had a radial engine.
It had, I think, 28 cylinders. If it lost a cylinder or two from ground fire it would keep
right on chugging along. As a matter of fact, I have heard them come home when they
sounded like a thrashing machine. It sounded as though like half of their cylinders were
knocked out; however, they kept on flying. In retrospect, if we had used the "Jug" to
support the landings in Normandy, rather than the heavies which couldn't see anything, we
would have lost fewer men, because the Germans, when these planes started shooting
those eight 50 caliber machine guns the enemy got below the ground.
Finally, I lived through my last three or four missions, which were kind of tough
emotionally. On October 20, 1 044, I flew my 70th combat mission. Once I finished my
missions, I automatically was not scheduled to fly any further missions. P. T. Cooper was
as good as his word, and I was scheduled, after several days to go to Rome for a week.
After Doc Warren and I had finished a miniature tour around the island of Corsica,
I came back to the squadron and was awaiting orders transferring me back to the States,
and also the next airplane to take me to Rome. The day finally came and the airplane was
being flown by a friend of mine. As usual all of the airplanes going to Rome or other
places were grossly overloaded. As a matter of fact, in all of our flights I combat our
planes were grossly overloaded; however, as long as both engines kept turning it did not
present any great problem. Since a friend of mine was flying the airplane, and someone
else was co-pilot, I crawled up in the nose of the airplane and sat in the bombardier's seat.
At that time I was a little over 20 years of age and was a combat veteran. I had been
promoted to First Lieutenant; had been awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross and I was
really full of myself. After six or eight months, I was looking forward to a week off of
chasing girls and whatever young officers did in those days. Anyway, I was sitting up in
the nose of the airplane listening to Armed Forces radio, which was tuned to radio Rome.
On all of our flights, except for missions, were flown in a certain corridor. In this
particular case, we had a corridor from Corsica directly to Rome. It was probably only a
little over a hundred miles between Rome and Corsica. So we took off grossly overloaded
as usual and climbed up to about a thousand feet and headed toward Rome. As we got
about half-way between Corsica and Rome, we were just south of the little island of
Monte Cristo. Monte Cristo is really nothing more than a mountain top sticking out of the
sea, even though in fiction, it was suppose to be something more. So I am sitting up there
fat, dumb and happy listening to radio Rome and contemplating a week of relaxation and
having fun in Rome. Suddenly I heard this very loud noise. I looked at our left wing and
there was oil coming out of the left engine at that time. About the same time, the left
engine slowed down, and the pilot feathered it. I had on a life preserver which was
required, but I did not have on a parachute. My parachute was down in the engineer's
compartment, so I quickly came through the crawl way from the nose to the engineers
compartment and put on the parachute, preparing to bail out. I looked down and saw that
we were not more than a couple of hundred feet off the water and going down fast. I
knew at that time that I did not have enough altitude to bail out. I realized that we were
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going to ditch the airplane. I looked down and there were three or four cushions on the
floor and I sat down on the bottom ofthe engineers compartment and braced myself
against the bulkhead, put several cushions behind my back and another one behind my
head. In retrospect, this simple act probably saved my life and the lives ofthe entire crew
who were not killed in the crash. IfI had not survived the crash unharmed, I could not
have been able to get the life raft which had drifted away from the crash site. By getting
the life raft, we were able to stay together. When the planes came looking for us, they had
no problem finding us in the life raft. Ifwe had been floating separately chances are very
good that we would not have been found or would have quickly died from hyperthermia
or mJunes.
About that time, we made contact with the water. The first contact was not bad at
all. We hit the top ofa wave and skipped and I thought that this was going to be a piece of
cake; however, the next time we hit the water, it was like hitting a brick wall. The last
thing that I remember was that water came pouring in on top ofme. The next thing I
remember was when I popped up outside. I had on my Mae West so I was floating. About
that time, other people on the airplane started popping up around me. They were a pretty
sorry looking lot. Everybody was injured. I counted my fingers and toes and found that
they were all there. I told everybody to get together and stay together which we did. We
were close together to begin with. So about that time I looked over on the top ofa wave
and saw a life raft. The B-25 had two life rafts and this was one ofthem. It was not more
than about 50 yards - 1 00 yards from where we were. I set about to swim over to it. I
swam and swam and swam and I finally got to it. The raft was turned upside down. So I
finally got it turned over and pulled the strings on the side and it partially inflated. A
couple of the seats, or one of the seats in the life raft had been punctured so it would not
hold air. So I finally managed to get in the life raft. There were a couple ofpaddles, which
were attached to the life raft. I took the paddle and started paddling and got back to where
everybody was located. I started pulling our people on board the raft. I counted noses and
there were seven ofus, including myself We had started off with ten so that mean that
three men had not made it. Finally, I got everybody on the raft with a lot ofpulling and
tugging from those that were able to help. Probably within an hour, I saw an airplane take
off from Corsica. We were close enough so that by the time the airplane reached 1 ,000
feet or so altitude, we could see it. Then two more airplanes took off and headed straight
toward us. Fortunately, we were in the corridor where we were supposed to be, and the
planes came right to us. Since we were all together, they spotted us quickly. After they
spotted us they started, circling us and one plane dropped another life raft. This was not
too far away and I swam over to it and finally got it inflated. By this time, I was so cold
that I had trouble getting into the raft; however, finally I finally made it. Once more, I
paddled back and tied the two life rafts together. During this period oftime the airplanes
from our squadron circling so we knew that help was on the way In the meantime, before
they dropped the life raft, the body ofone of the men in the back of the airplane, floated
up to the raft. His body was floating because he also had on a Mae West. One ofthe
Sergeants was saying let's pull him on board because he was in my crew. Since he was
floating face down in the water, I knew that he was dead, and I told the Sergeant that we
were not going to pull him on board because we did not have enough space for the people
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who were aboard. I learned that the passengers were throwing ammunition out the waist
window in an effort to lighten the load and had not had an opportunity to buckle their
safety belts. Regretfully, the body ofour fellow airman floated away. The other two
people, including the engineer who had been sitting at my feet at the time we crashed,
never came up. They probably went down with the plane.
I realized that the squadron knew where we were, and they were staying with us,
and I knew that help was on the way. About an hour and a halfor so later I saw a PBY,
which is a Navy flying boat approaching. The PBY was only about 1 00 feet in the air
coming straight toward us. Planes from the squadron had been circling over us all the
time, so finding us was not a problem. When the PBY arrived, the pilot made a turn into
the wind and made a landing. Now the couple of hours or so that we had been in the
water, the wind became stronger and we were now running a four or five foot sea. I never
will forget how the PBY's landing looked. When he hit the water, the water covered over
him and the only part ofthe airplane that I could see were his wing tips. I thought at the
time that the pilot had a lot ofguts to land in that high sea. The PBY was still intact after
the landing and the pilot taxied up, and tied our life rafts onto the PBY. The PBY had only
one pilot and a medical technician, on board. So the aid man (medic) started helping us on
board and finally told me to get on board, which I did. As you can guess, we were a pretty
sorry looking lot. Everybody had either broken bones or many lacerations, etc., so we
were not in good shape. In fact, ifthe air-sea rescue plane had not come, none ofus would
have made it. Fortunately, they had six litters on board, and I sat in the co-pilot's seat.
After the medic got us all on board, he gave all of us a warm blanket. I was sitting
wrapped in a blanket in the co-pilot's seat talking to the pilot. After everybody was on
board, the pilot turn the PBY into the wind and started making a take-off run. We were
only going about 3 0 M.P.H. and the airplane felt like it was being pounded to pieces by
the waves. The pilot throttled back and said the sea is too rough to take off without
tearing up the airplane. In the meantime, we were still not too far from the little island of
Monte Cristo. Since there was a wind from the north , there was some smoother water
behind Monte Cristo. I suggested to the pilot that we taxi up behind Monte Cristo and see
if we could use that smoother water to get off He said okay, so it took us a better part of
an hour to maneuver where we could get into some smoother water. We started a take off
run again and this time we got up to about 40 - 45 m.p.h. , and it was obvious then that we
were overloaded and the sea was too high, so we were not going to get off The pilot
throttled back, contacted his headquarters in Ajaccio. The pilot was instructed to keep his
engines running and was told that there was a British P.T. boat coming out ofBastia to
pick us up. Bastia was about 75 miles from the place where we had gone down. By this
time, it is mid-afternoon and we realized that existing daylight was going to be pretty close
to becoming a problem. The P. T. boat was in radio contact with both the P .B. Y. and our
squadron people. About a halfhour before dark, the P.T. boat came along side, since he
knew exactly where we were. The P.T. boat tied to the PBY and the crew of the P.T. boat
started helping us all on board. By that time, we needed some help. After getting on
board, the pilot ofthe PBY radioed his headquarters. They told him to put a sea anchor on
the PBY and all come home in the P.T. boat. We were taken aboard the P.T. boat, the
crew battened everything down, and we turned around and started to Bastia.
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I was surely glad to get aboard. A P.T. boat is a small vessel that was used as a
torpedo boat in W.W.II. It was the type that was skippered by President John Kennedy in
the War. . It was made of plywood, and I think, it had two - 2,000 horse power Packard
engines. It had a tremendous amount ofpower and it was very light and could go about 50
m.p.h. When we were brought aboard the P. T. boat and all buttoned down, a British sailor
gave me a cup of grog. I had heard of grog all of my life from reading stories of the British
Navy; however, I never had any. It was warm, had a lot of rum in it, and really tasted
wonderful. I was feeling pretty good and was lying down on a stretcher. About that time,
the Skipper fired up the P.T. boat and we headed to Bastia. Being aboard a P.T. boat was
like riding a cork n an angry sea. We were just hitting the tops of the waves. I guess we
were going 3 5 - 40 miles an hour, and every wave was like hitting a stone wall. We would
bump and bounce, and would at the same time shake. I had been on the P. T. boat less than
30 minutes and I became as sea sick, as I have ever been in my life. All ofus were given
buckets and I thought I would never quit vomiting. Finally, sometime around 9 or 10
o'clock that night, we reached the dock in Bastia. Doc Warren was there together with
several ambulances waiting for us. I asked him if I could ride home with him and he said
sure. Instead of riding in the back of the ambulance, I got in the seat up front with Doc
Warren and his driver, Spooner. I asked him where were we going and he said, that we are
going to the hospital. He also said that I think all of you guys need to go to the hospital
and be checked. I told Doc that I was not hurt and didn't need to be hospitalized. Doc
Warren said I think that you should spend a night or so in the hospital. I said, hell I don't
want to do that Doc. We stopped at the hospital and all of the guys but me, were checked
in, and DocWarren, Spooner and I went to the squadron, which was about one hour's
drive from there. When we got back to the squadron, about Midnight-night, Doc Warren
gave me a very large pill. He told me to go to the bathroom and do all that sort ofthing,
just before you get in the sack, I will give you this pill, which he did, and I swallowed that
thing, climbed into my bunk and within five minutes didn't know anything for at least 1 2
hours or so. I finally got up sometime about Noon to go to the bathroom, and I was so
sore that I could hardly walk. When I got up, I hobbled around like an old man and had
black and blue places over most ofmy body. I did not realize, at the time, the pounding
that I had taken when we hit the water. So I limped around the squadron for three or four
days and finally received my orders to go home. My orders indicated that I had 30 days
leave and would then report to Richmond, Virginia, to a Rehab facility. While I was
awaiting orders, Doc Warren, Spooner and I received permissions to make a tour of a
portion of Corsica. The east coast ofthe island sits on the shore of the Mediterranean Sea
and has many fine beaches. The center of Corsica is mountainous and has several peaks
nine or ten thousand feet in altitude. The western shore of Corsica has a rocky shore line
with a number ofhills and inlets
The three ofus piled in the ambulance and started up the mountain with Spooner
driving. The higher we climbed the more alpine the scenery became. When we arrived at
the top we found several very large homes now boarded up. These homes were apparently
the summer homes ofwealthy French families. I often wondered whether these houses
would be completely stripped when and ifthe owners ever returned. While we were
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enroute we passed fifteen or twenty German POWS who were guarded by black
Senegalese troops carrying rifles with bayonets. By now it was November and there was a
cold rain falling. The prisoners had no rain gear of any type and I almost felt sorry for
them. I also wondered if any of these prisoners made it home after the war.
Since dictating the above, I have thought about the German P.O.W. 's with their
Senegalese guards. This is what probably happened. Senegal was and is a country in
Central Africa. It was at that time a colony of France. During World War I the Senegalese
fought for France in the trench warfare. The Germans were afraid of them since they
would attack under the cover of darkness when it was difficult for them to be seen. Their
major weapon was a long knife. During World War II the French never did much fighting.
As a result, these troops were seldom used. When our squadron went to Elba and was
badly shot up, a decision was made to clear this small island of Germans. A couple of
weeks later, the Senegalese landed at night and either killed or captured the Germans on
the island. They took few prisoners and this group probably was the remnants of the
Germans of the island. If I had thought about this probability at the time, I would not have
felt sorry for the bastards since they killed several members of our squadron.
We then went to Ajaccio, the capital of Corsica. This was the typical small French
town with narrow streets and small houses and few, if any, people moving around outside.
This was war time and no one moved around without a good reason. While there, we also
visited the birth place of Napoleon. As I recall, his family was not wealthy nor were they
poverty stricken. Probably a typical middle class family. I was especially interested in the
size ofNapoleon's bed. It was about the size that would fit a ten year old boy. I guess we
eat much better than the Corsicans did at that time.
On my way home, I was taken by plane from Corsica to Naples to wait for
transportation. I was in Naples for a couple of days. During this time, the German
airplanes raided Naples harbor at night. We had a lot of fireworks, but nothing very
exciting other than a great deal of shooting. Anyway, from Naples, several of us from the
squadron were put on a C-46, which is a twin engine transport, and were taken across the
Mediterranean to Algiers. From Algiers, we went south across the Sahara to Dakar which
is just above the equator in French West Africa. I was there for two or three days. In fact,
I went swimming on Thanksgiving Day. After several days in Dakar, we were put on
another airplane and flew to the Ascension Island which is approximately half-way
between West Africa and Brazil. We made a gasoline stop in Ascension and then flew to
Natal on the Brazilian coast. I stayed in Natal for a couple of days and then we were flown
north to Belem. Belem is on the Amazon River and it is also right on the equator. We
were in Belem for a couple of days and flown to Trinidad, which is on the edge of the
Caribbean Sea. We spent a day or two in Trinidad, and were flown from there to Miami.
We were in Miami for about a week and during that period of time, I was checked over
briefly by the doctors. In my case, I had an opportunity to buy some decent clothes since
all of my clothes had been lost. Not only my clothes were lost, but also my prized flight
jacket was also lost. I wish that I had saved that jacket because it would be a great
memento of those days. It had silver bars on the shoulders, my name, and 70 small bombs
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painted under my pilot's wings. This was a prized possession in Rome and marked you as a
combat veteran rather than a rookie. Unfortunately, I never returned to Rome. Once I arrived in
Miami, I called home and told them that I was in Miami and I also called Ann. In fact, as I recall,
we had several conversations. She invited me up and spent a few days with her in Connecticut. I
agreed and flew to Washington, D.C., and from there took the train to New York and from New
York to I believe Hartford, Connecticut. At that time Ann was a sophomore in the University of
Connecticut, located in Storrs. So I finally made it to Storrs, and we spent about a week or so
together there and in her home in Stratford, Connecticut. We were courting pretty heavily at this
time. After several days in Connecticut, I went to Florida and saw my mother and father and
brothers and sisters. They were unhappy because I went to see Ann before I came home, but they
recovered.
Going back several years when Hitler came into power, he immediately began building a
huge army, a large air force and navy containing many submarines, all of which were in violation
of the Treaty of Versailles which the Germans signed ending World War I. In the fall of 1 93 9,
Germany invaded Poland and defeated the Polish army within 30 days. When it became obvious
that the Germans would occupy Poland, the Russians, made a deal with Germany and occupied
the western half of Poland. At this time, France and England had a non-aggression treaty on
behalf of Poland and immediately declared war when Germany invaded Poland. Nothing much
happened during the winter; however, in the early spring the Germans invaded Denmark,
Belgium, Norway and France. The French army crumbled within a few days, and as a result,
Germany owned or controlled most of Europe, except for Spain. After these German successes,
the only country still opposing Germany was England. When England declared war on Germany,
they sent an expeditionary force of about 1 00,000 men to France. When the French resistance
collapsed much of the British army remained in France. The Germans immediately set about
trying to destroy or capture the British expeditionary force. The British wisely retreated toward
the English Channel. The British by the use of private boats, yachts, and merchant ships
managed to evacuate a substantial portion of their Army back to England. These troops became
the back bone of the British Army who, several years later, invaded Europe with us. Shortly, the
Germans began a massive bombardment of England in preparation for a sea invasion which
never occurred. In the meantime the Germans also started very aggressive submarine attack on
British ships, which were being used to bring equipment and men necessary for the defense of
England. Soon it became obvious that the British could not stand alone for long. Churchill, who
was the Prime Minister of England at the time, asked President Roosevelt for assistance. At this
time, we were prevented from selling munitions and war equipment to the British because of
laws passed by our Congress after the end of World War I. So we leased this equipment to
England. This was called the "Lend Lease Act".
Also going back in time, after Germany owned or controlled most of Europe, President
Roosevelt knew that sooner or later the United States would become involved. President
Roosevelt declared a state of emergency and called up the National Guard. This was pitiful since
much of our military equipment dated back to World War I and our troops were at best, not fully
trained. He also started building military bases, and manufacturing airplanes and military
equipment. As a part of this huge undertaking, we built a large military base east of Starke,
which was named Camp Blanding. Two National Guard Divisions were originally called up for
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duty at Camp Blanding. These were, at the time, under staffed. Ultimately, Camp Blanding
trained over 1 00,000 troops, who served throughout the world, and became a huge installation. I
remember many of these soldiers being brought to Gator football games in G. I. trucks.
Although we could not sell munitions to England, President Roosevelt asked his" legal
advisors for a way around this legislation or Germany would soon own or control all of Europe.
This represented a deadly peril to the United States. His "brain trust" as it was called, composed
mostly of young lawyers, advised the President that although we could not sell equipment and
munitions to England, there was no prohibition from our lending them this equipment. In return,
Britain gave the United States rights to make or use bases on British owned or controlled
territory. When we entered the war, we built bases in Newfoundland, Labrador, Greenland and
Bermuda. These bases were used as "stepping stones" by our forces to get our troops and
airplanes to England and subsequently to Europe.
Looking back, our country was blessed with excellent leadership at that very dangerous
time in our history. We now know that the Germans knowledge of rocketry was far greater than
ours. Also, the Germans started making "heavy water", which is the precursor to making atomic
weapons. When World War II was over, both the United States and Russia worked hard to find
and to take into custody the German rocket scientists. Although we obtained several very good
scientists, the Russians also captured some. We are now well into the age of inter-continent
ballistic missiles which can be fired from one part of the globe causing devastation half-way
around the world. We have many of these rockets, as do the Russians. As a result, we are in a
situation of "MAD " (mutual assured destruction) .
My own 3 0-day leave passed all too quickly and I received orders to report to
RichmondNirginia for 3 0 days. During this period, I received full physical, dental and
psychological examinations. Except for needing dental work, I passed these exams. My teeth
required a lot of work which I received. Many years later, Dr. Ken Cooper, my dentist in
Sarasota, removed the last of these fillings. According to Dr. Cooper, the Air Force dentists did
an excellent j ob.
We had a fair amount of leisure time at Richmond. Almost every week-end, I took the
train to Washington. From there I went to New York and from there to Bridgeport to see Ann.
We spent every week-end with her family and I thoroughly enj oyed being there. Ann was a
sophomore at the University of Connecticut and was not happy to have left Huntington College
in Montgomery. She withdrew from the University of Connecticut at the end of her first
semester.
From Richmond, I was assigned to a training Command base located in Frederick,
Oklahoma. Frederick is a small town in southwestern Oklahoma. It is about 40 miles from
Wichita Falls, Texas. Being assigned to Frederick was a bitter disappointment. As most military
bases in World War II, it was built of tarpaper and stuck on the edge of prairie. A coyote lived
under my barracks. Frederick was a small town with a significant number of Indians and almost
no social life.
If I had remained in Frederick, I would have become an instructor pilot for aviation
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cadets. The cadets were flying a small twin-engine trainer. After I had been there for a few days,
we were told that these trainers would be phased out and replaced by B-25s. This was good news
since I had just finished a tour of combat in this aircraft. Almost none of the pilots on the base
had any substantial B-25 time. We were also advised that we would need to go back to training,
which did not sit well with me or with Vernon Lewis. Vern Lewis was also a member of the
446th squadron and had finished his required missions about the same time as I . As a result, we
flew home to the United States on the same airplane. Vern also was assigned to Frederick. This
meant, in the real world, that we were to be instructed by pilots who had little or no B-25 time.
This also was a disappointment as both of us had several hundred hours of flying time, much of
which was in combat. As a result, we were both very unhappy and tended to look down our
noses at the instructors who were flying these small twin-engine trainers. We discussed this at
some length and decided that we really did not wish to stay there. Accordingly, we both sent
letters requesting that we be returned to combat. I suspect that the people in Training Command
were as glad to get rid of us as we were to get rid of them. Anyway, after about 3 0 days or so I
received orders assigning me to Will Rogers Field, which is in Oklahoma City. At that time,
Will Rogers Field was training pilots to fly P-3 8 fighters, which were being used in photo
reconnaissance. This was a great assignment since, at that time we were flying this photo
reconnaissance at extremely high altitudes at approximately between 3 5 and 40,000 feet, which
Japanese planes could not reach. Since we were most certainly going to the Pacific, I felt that
except for mechanical problems with the airplane, there was little or no danger involved. When
we got to Will Rogers, we did some instrument training flights on B-25's mostly with foreign
students. We were waiting for our next class to start in P-3 8's after the assignment to Frederick,
my being stationed in Oklahoma City was a tremendous improvement.
At the same time, I made many telephone calls to Ann. At my request, I took a 1 5-day
leave. Rather than go by commercial transportation I checked in at the Flight Operations at Will
Rogers and found a flight going to Washington. I flew right seat and we had a very interesting
flight. Shortly after we took off, we were in instrument conditions. We stayed on instruments
until we were in the traffic pattern at Bolling Air Base, just outside of Washington. I remember
this flight well, because we picked up icing off and on throughout our flight. If I had been flying
as first pilot, I would have ducked into a friendly airport and waited the passage of the front.
Anyway, we finally got to Washington intact and, I took the train to Bridgeport. By this time, our
romance had progressed until we were discussing marriage. As the termination of my leave was
approaching, we decided that we would get married. We talked to Ann's mother and father and
they thought we were crazy; however, they did not obj ect. As I recall we had only three or four
days to get ready for the wedding. We had a quiet family wedding and left on our honeymoon to
go to Oklahoma City by way of New York. When we got to Oklahoma City, our first chore was
to find a place to live. We found a small apartment not too far from Will Rogers Field. After a
few days of inactivity, Ann obtained a j ob in one of the larger department stores in Oklahoma
City. She was very successful and was offered a permanent j ob. We also bought a 1 93 9 two-door
Buick automobile, which I drove until I left Gainesville after graduating from law school many
years later.
We had only been married several weeks when Germany surrendered. This, of course,
changed much of the military planning. As a result I never had the opportunity to fly P-3 8's.
Shortly after V.E. Day, we began to get foreign students assigned to Will Rogers for instrument
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training. Basically, the remainder of my tour of duty at Will Rogers I spent instructing students
from several foreign countries in instrument flying. This was a nice assignment because I was
flying the B-25 which I enjoyed flying.
At about this time my brother, Perry, graduated as a bombardier and was commissioned a
second lieutenant. Perry was stationed down in Texas. Soon after the war ended, he was
discharged and came to visit me and Ann. I flew him in a B-25 to Jacksonville where we met our
family and had a picnic at the zoo. I came back to Oklahoma City and Perry went home to
Archer. I remember the flight back to Will Rogers because we worked our way around many
thunderstorms en route.
Several months after V.E. Day, the Japanese surrendered and World War II was over.
The abrupt end of the war created a number of problems and much confusion in the military.
Will Rogers Field had been the municipal airport for Oklahoma City before the War. Plans were
made to close down the military operation at Will Rogers. As a result, I received orders assigning
me to Rapid City, South Dakota. Ann and I loaded up the old Buick and headed northwest. This
was quite a trip and we had car problems before we even got out of Oklahoma. We finally
arrived in Rapid City and after finding a place to live; Ann became very homesick and wanted to
go home for Christmas. We had an interesting trip from South Dakota to Connecticut since the
weather had turned cold, etc. We picked up a service man or two, who were hitch hiking home.
That made our old Buick a little crowded; however, I couldn't leave them hitch hiking in the
snow. Anyway, we finally got to Stratford, which is a suburb of Bridgeport and found that Ann's
mother and father had moved. We found where they were living from one of their friends. While
there, Ann's father Bill undertook to renovate the old Buick. During the war years, no
maintenance was available for civilians. I recall that after Bill fixed the old Buick, Ann and I
started back to South Dakota. The weather was lousy, there was ice on the road, just generally
bad weather, and I was driving. I had never driven on snow and ice and as a result, we were not
out of Connecticut before I lost control of the car and wound up in the median. Fortunately, the
car was not damaged and we continued on to South Dakota. We had rented an apartment on
Rapid Creek, which runs through Rapid City. These were new apartments and we were
comfortable. Our apartment was on a beautiful stream and had decent trout fishing which I
thoroughly enj oyed on the long summer evenings after work.
Shortly after returning from our trip to Connecticut, we discovered that Ann was
pregnant which complicated our future plans; however, we have never been sorry. Later after my
discharge, I came down with a case of very virulent mumps while in Archer. Since then, Ann
never became pregnant.
My tour of duty at Rapid City lasted about a year and a half before we were discharged.
This was a very pleasant and exciting tour. First, Rapid City had been selected to be closed along
with many other bases throughout the United States. Basically, our j ob was housekeeping and
preparing the base to be systematically closed. As a result, we had only 25 -30 officers stationed
there, plus several hundred enlisted men. Most of the officers had several j obs at the same time.
One my jobs was being the public relations officer and editor of the base newspaper. My name
also came out on orders appointing me as defense counsel to a special Court Martial Board. After
only a year of college, I was completely unprepared for this j ob. However, I defended several
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soldiers, mostly charged with absence without leave. This offense is easy for the Government to
prove and difficult to defend. The local trial judge advocate, who had several years in law school
before the war, only had to introduce the morning report into evidence stating that the soldier did
not report for duty. Since most of them did not report for duty for several days or weeks, I never
won a case. However, I did make a number of good "mercy speeches" on their behalf. This
served me well in later years. Anyway, I became very interested in military law and decided that
if 1 had the opportunity I would become a lawyer. I started back to school with this in mind.
As editor of the newspaper, I also wrote a number of the articles. In this capacity I also
met and became acquainted with the editor of the local paper. I learned from him and really
became pretty good at writing stories and being the editor of the newspaper. I also had several
other duties, which took a part of my time. All in all, my tour in Rapid City was most enj oyable
and educational, since most of the citizens were of Northern European extraction and we enj oyed
knowing them.
During that time, I also had the opportunity to go pheasant hunting for the first time.
During the war-years there existed little or no gasoline available for sports. Also, shotgun shells
were not readily available. As a result, there had been little or no pheasant hunting, in South
Dakota, for four or five years. There was an overabundance of pheasants at the end of the war.
One week-end, I checked out a 1 2 gauge automatic shotgun from base supply and along with a
friend of mine drove to Pierre, which is the Capital, to go pheasant hunting. We both took our
pregnant wives and rented rooms in Pierre's only hotel, which was very comfortable. The locals
told us that we should go east of town, and find a corn field and get permission to hunt. We
drove east to this substantial farmhouse, knocked on the door, introduced ourselves as being
Lieutenants in the air Corp, and asked the farmer if we could hunt on his land. He said, yes, that
his farm was being overrun with pheasant and they were eating much of his corn. We asked the
farmer where we should hunt as neither my friend, Don Butterfield nor, I had ever pheasant
hunted before. He directed us to a cornfield, which measured approximately a square mile and
we started walking the corn rows. We saw dozens of pheasants running on the ground ahead of
us j ust out of gun range. Finally, I shot one and broke his wing. I started running to catch him
and he started running and left me in a cloud of dust. After about one and a half hours with no
birds in our hunting coats, we decided to leave the cornfield and go to a grass field nearby. As
we were driving the farm road, between the cornfield and a grass field, we began seeing
pheasants flying from the cornfield into the grass field. We stopped the car and took out our
shotguns. There were plenty of birds in the air and I was an excellent shot at that period of time.
We soon had a carload of 1 5 - 20 pheasants. We took our birds to the hotel in Pierre and received
permission to clean them in the basement. Although I had cleaned many quail, I never cleaned a
pheasant. The hotel porter, said to be the only black person in South Dakota at the time, showed
us how to clean pheasant. We worked half the night cleaning our birds. Anyway, we went back
to Rapid City with plenty of pheasant for us and our friends. This was a thoroughly enj oyable
experience and I have never forgotten it. I still think about those days when I was once more
back in South Dakota hunting pheasants.
As the summer went on, Ann's pregnancy progressed without any major incidents other
than the usual discomforts of pregnancy. Around the first of August, Ann's mother came to visit
with us, and also to help Ann. We enjoyed having her and I enjoyed taking her on a number of
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local sight seeing trips. Among these trips was one or more to Mt. Rushmore which was then
under construction. Although that was over 5 0 years ago, I understand that the statues and other
new statues are still under construction.
Finally the big day arrived and Jane was born after a long labor. Fortunately she had the
proper number of fingers and toes and was, in our opinion, a beautiful child. Although she has
lived through some difficult times Jane has three fine young sons. Ann and I have especially
enjoyed being with them and watching them grow through the problems of childhood and
become young men.
One of my several memories of life at Rapid City involved a night training flight. Several
airplanes, mostly B-25's were scheduled for this type of flight and I was pilot of one of the B25's. This flight was memorable because of a huge thunderstorm that developed in the Black
Hills north and west of the base. Over a period of thirty minutes or so, this cloud became larger
and more active as evidenced by the constant lightening which was very visible at night. When
this storm appeared to be moving toward the air base, we called the tower and advised them of
our concerns. As expected, the tower advised us to land, which we did. We had time to tie down
our planes, leave the base, and go home. The next morning when I came to work, the base looked
like a war zone. A number of buildings had been destroyed including several barracks, which
were mostly unoccupied. As I recall we did not suffer any deaths on the base although we did
have several inj uries, which were treated. Nobody was seriously concerned about the property
damage to the base since it was scheduled for closing in the near future. Shortly after I was
discharged, the decision was made to keep the base open and active. It still is and has, for many
years, been a very important base for our long-range Strategic Air Command bombers.
While I was stationed in Rapid City, orders came through channels awarding me the
Soldiers Medal for my actions following our plane crash at sea between Corsica and Italy. I have
the Soldiers Medal framed between the Distinguished Flying Cross and the Air Medal, along
with my other six service medals. At that time, Col. Von Shores was our base Commander and
he invited Ann to attend this presentation. If I can find it, I have a picture taken at that ceremony
showing Col. Shores pinning this medal on my blouse.
The days at Rapid City were among the most pleasant that I enj oyed during World War
II. 1 had several opportunities to apply for a regular commission; however, since I only had one
year of college, I felt that I probably would not have been selected at that time.
Shortly after the War ended, a great outcry arose, mostly from mothers, demanding, that
we "Bring our boys home". President Truman who was a reserve Officer agreed and the finest
military and naval machine the world had ever seen, melted away. Within two years, our folly
was self-evident when Russia began the "Cold War" to take over the free World. North Korea
with the help and blessing of Communist China and Russia also invaded South Korea. We had
few troops stationed there and available to combat this aggression. This War lasted some four
years and cost thousands of casualties. When I read the paper and listen to television today, I am
sickened because we still have not learned from these expensive experiences that weakness
invites aggression.
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While I was stationed at Rapid City, it became necessary for me to make a decision
concerning my future, if any, with the Air Force. I enj oyed my service and it would have been
easy for me to remain in the Air Force indefinitely. Within the last few months I had decided that
I wanted to become an attorney. Realistically, I could never become an attorney if l remained in
the Air Force. As a result, I requested I be voluntarily discharged. On October 26, 1 946, I was
discharged from the Air Force at Grand Island, Nebraska. The next day I received a courtesy
promotion to Captain. When I came back on active duty some four years later I was still a first
Lieutenant. I was promoted to Captain within the next year or so.
On discharge, Ann and Jane who then was two months old, and I went to Connecticut for
a visit with Ann's mother and father. Several weeks later, we left for Archer, which is about
fifteen miles from Gainesville and the University of Florida. In looking back, these were very
difficult times for us. We rented an apartment in Archer from Mrs. Leynes, who was the mother
of a friend. This apartment was completely inadequate. Basically we camped there rather than
living there until we could get housing at the University.
I was enrolled in the University of Florida as a sophomore since I had completed my
freshman year some four years previously. For several months, I commuted to school from
Archer until housing became available.
In regard to the above, shortly after the end of World War II the University
Administration realized that large numbers of housing units for student-veterans recently
discharged from the Armed Forces would be needed. The University obtained several hundred
former barracks from the Armed forces for the sum of one dollar a piece. These were shipped to
the University where they became FlaVet I, II and III. These housed over five hundred students
and their families. These villages made a great difference in the lives of married students since
they provided adequate housing for twenty-five to thirty dollars a month. These former barracks
housed students at the University for many years after the veterans had graduated.
After several months wait, we moved into FlaVet III, which became our home for three
years. These apartments were Spartan in their simplicity but were probably far better than
apartments available near Gainesville. Our apartment had two bedrooms, a kitchen, a bathroom
and a small dining room. A stove heated it. Air conditioning was only available in drug stores or
movie theaters at that time. Our apartment was fairly comfortable in the winter and very hot in
the summer. Ann's mother visited us the first summer we were at FlaVet. She and Ann's father
immediately sent us a large fan which kept us more comfortable during the summer. When I
completed my sophomore year, I was allowed to enter law school. Before that time, you could
enroll in law school after three years of college. The University of Florida had more students
than they could handle, and as a result, they needed to get students graduated to make room for
others applying. As a result, my class was allowed to enroll in law school after two years of
college. After undergraduate school, law school was a culture shock. We were required to
take torts and contracts plus a number of other courses. My torts class was taught by a
young instructor Frank Maloney. Frank Maloney years later, became Dean of the
University of Florida Law School. Also, years later when I was stationed in the Pentagon, in the
office of the Judge Advocate General, Col. Frank Maloney was assigned to my office for
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his summer military service. I had the opportunity to get to know him well and thoroughly
enj oyed his companionship. My boss, Col. Gust Yandala told me that it was my
responsibility to see that Col. Maloney be promoted to Brigadier General. I worked very
hard at this and gave him very high ratings which he deserved. I also saved my toughest
cases for him to work on while in the Pentagon. We both enj oyed these challenges and
discussed them at some length. A few years later, he was killed in a tragic accident, the
details of which are not clear. As a result, Col. Maloney, while he was in the Air Force
Reserve never lived to become a Brigadier General. Frank and I became close
friends; however, as a freshman law student, he was really tough on all of us, and I ended
up with a gentleman's "C ".
I n order for us to live and g o to school, we needed extra income in addition to that paid
by the Government to assist veterans in their further education. I elected to take a j ob on the
construction crew fixing up and expanding facilities and housing for former veterans. This also
paid a little more money than working in the University library.
There were about six or eight of us in each crew and all of us were working on degrees.
Our supervisor was a young engineering graduate from the University of Florida, who was
formerly a collegiate wrestler. He was a good man to work for and I learned a lot about people. I
worked from one o'clock in the afternoon until shortly before five. I would go home, take a
shower and have dinner and begin hitting the hitting the books. I did this for a period of three
years. One of first jobs that our crew was assigned was the renovation of Buckman Hall, which
was the oldest at University of Florida. It was completely gutted and rebuilt from the inside. As a
result it took us several months to complete this j ob.
One of the drawbacks of this j ob schedule was the fact that many of the courses in law
school were offered only in the afternoons. As a result, several of the courses that I would have
liked to enroll in were not available in the morning. This included corporate law. As it turned
out, when I went back on active duty with the Air Force I did not have much need to know
corporate law. Later, many years later, when I became a member of the Board of Blue Cross &
Blue Shield I had an opportunity to learn a great deal about corporations from the inside.
Going back to work, I remember one time we were re-roofing one of the buildings on
campus. It was a hot sweltering July afternoon and we were working on top and it was absolutely
stifling hot. At that time, I decided I did not wish to do this type of work for the rest of my life.
Whatever the cost, I planned to stay in school and get my law degree. Finally, perseverance paid
off and I received my law degree at the University of Florida in August 1 949. Prior to receiving
my degree, I had been contacted by the Judge Advocate General of the Air Force, General
Reginald Harmon. Apparently General Harmon had been furnished my name and the names of
several other law school students who had had military experience. Since I had not been offered
a j ob at the time I graduated, I decided that I would go back on active duty as an Air Force Judge
Advocate. After a couple of months or so, I received orders for me to report for active duty at
Westover Air Force Base, which is in Chickapee Falls, Massachusetts. This was set to occur
several months in the future. As a result I remained in college and took courses in economics.
Since we would be leaving school soon, Ann and Jane were invited to come home to live her
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mother and father on a temporary basis. They did and I lived alone for a couple of months. While
in school about the only recreation that we could afford was hunting and fishing, and watching
the Florida Gators play football. Watching the Gators play foot-ball that was not very
encouraging and enticing since the Gators lost all of their games except for one tie that season.
This period is commonly referred to as the "golden years" As an example that year we played
Texas State Teachers College for our Homecoming and lost.
For a year or so, prior to my graduation, Florida received an inordinate amount of rain.
Many of the ponds and creeks overflowed their banks. My grandmother's farm, where I hunted
and fished, had a number of ponds that were not connected. After all of this rain, these ponds
became all one large lake. When this occurred the fish population mushroomed and there were
literally fish everywhere. Ann and I learned very soon that when we launched the boat, we had to
be careful because there was usually least one cotton mouth moccasin under most boats.
Anyway, we did a significant amount of fishing and we caught many bass. The down side of this
is that most of these were small one pounders. At times, Ann would cast and we could see fish
following her bait. She would reel fast and see if they could catch the bait and most of the time
they did.
In addition to bass fishing, we also did a lot of hunting. Luckily, we had the ingredients
for good quail hunting. In those days there were a number of small farmers around and they grew
corn and peanuts to feed their livestock. This was done to fatten their hogs for market. My Uncle
Billy also had some very large fields of corn and peanuts. When they were ready, he would turn
his hogs into the field. The hogs would root up the peanuts and eat them. Many parts of the
peanuts would fall on the ground. This made wonderful feed for both dove and quail. Since my
father had been the postmaster in Archer for many years, I knew many of the farmers around
Archer. If we wished to go hunting I asked them for permission to hunt and invariably they
would say yes, "go ahead". At the same time, our bird dog, Babe, was in her prime. She was
about four or five years old and she was probably the best bird dog that ever went in the woods.
She had lived with us and when we could get away with it, Babe would be lying under the table
when we ate. Perry and I, every once in a while, would slip bits of food to her. This didn't
please my mother; however, for the most part she just grinned and said nothing. At that
time, Perry was also going to the University of Florida and working on a degree in
Engineering. So, more often than not, Perry and I went quail hunting many times during
season. In addition to the corn and peanuts, which were readily available, the woods that
were not farmed grew long leaf pines with wire grass underneath. In those days few farmers had
permanent pasture for their cows. The farmers would turn their cattle loose in the woods and
they had to forage for themselves. Also, in the late winter every year, the farmers would set a fire
in these woods which burned the wire grass. Later the wire grass came up and it was nice and
green. The cows would eat the growing grass which would get them through the winter until the
grass started growing in their pastures. This made a great habitat for quail and we had fine
hunting. We always came home with near limits of quail which are a real delicacy. Hunting was
good but life was tough.
When I reported for duty at Westover I was flown by C-54 from Westover AFB to
Pepperell AFB which is located in St. Johns Newfoundland. Pepperell was the headquarters of
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the North East Air Command which consisted of Argentia Newfoundland and Ernest Harmond
Air Force Base on the western side of Newfoundland. The North East Air Command included
Goose Bay Labrador and BWI in Greenland. When I arrived at Pepperell, I was met by the Staff
Judge Advocate (SJA) of the North East Air Command. I was briefed for a couple of days and
then flown to BWI Greenland. While at Pepperell I was outfitted with a pair of arctic boots and a
heavy parka. These became my every day companions for many months.
I had replaced Capt. Ed Rutherford as SJA of BWI . I met with Captain Rutherford
briefly prior to his departure from Greenland and he gave me a good briefing.
The North East Air Command exercised general court martial jurisdiction over all the
bases in the Command. BWI and the other maj or bases each exercised special court martial
jurisdiction. A special court consisted of from three to five or six members. The special court
jurisdiction includes j ail time for six months. Special court jurisdiction also carried with it
summary court j urisdiction. A summary court consisted of one officer who can award a
monetary fine, of one month's pay and 3 0 days in j ail. Almost all of the military offenses
committed were minor in nature and were tried by a summary court consisting of a field grade
(Major or above) officer. These were appointed on my recommendation by the base commander.
By way of history, Denmark has owned and controlled Greenland for several centuries
and it is still owned and controlled by Demark. In World War II the Germans invaded Denmark
and conquered it in several days. Many of the Royal Family managed to get out ahead of the
German army. King Frederick of Denmark refused to leave his people and became a national
hero. The Danes then set up a government in exile. This government gave the United States
rights to use of Greenland in World War II. When I first came to Greenland, this agreement was
still in effect. As a result, arguably, the right to use Greenland as a base was not signed by the
King. Accordingly, it could be legally argued that we had no right to be there. As a result the
Danish liaison officer Karl Kiurtenbaum (this may not be the correct spelling) indicated that the
Danes would like a more formal agreement. As a result, I found a copy of the original agreement
dating back to World War II. I drafted a new agreement which basically was the same as the
original agreement except for some minor modifications. Once 1 completed the proposed
agreement, we sent the agreement to the SJA of the Northeast Air Command. I understand the
same was sent to Air Force Headquarters and ended up at the Department of State. The
agreement as modified was ultimately signed by both the Danes and our own Secretary of State.
As an aside, the original agreement was signed by Cordell Hull, who was Secretary of State for
eight years under President Franklin D. Roosevelt. Secretary Hull was negotiating with
representatives of the Japanese at the time that the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor. For this
reason and for others, Japan was almost completely destroyed in World War II.
Greenland is one of the largest islands in the world. Because of its nearness to the North
Pole, almost 90% of Greenland is covered by an ice cap. The land not covered by ice basically is
located around the edges of the island. For a large island, Greenland has only a few inhabitants.
The Capital is Nuuk (formerly Godthab) which is located in the western side of Greenland. At
that time, Godthab had several thousand inhabitants and the United States has a Consulate
located there. Our consul was a young man recently out of college. He had a wife and both of
them had spent time at our base. They had a wonderful time shopping in the PX and dancing in
49

the Officers Club . They were like two kids just out of school.
Later on one occasion near Christmas, I was a member of an air crew of a C-4 7 which
went on a drop mission to Godthab. I remember seeing the counsel ' s wife standing in the snow
waving an American flag as we dropped their Christmas packages and some official mail. We
also made other air drops to several weather stations in remote areas of Greenland.
Our base at BWI is located approximately 30 - 40 miles north of the southern tip of
Greenland, at the end of a deep fiord. The Base was approximately 3 -4 miles long and about a
mile in width. The northern end of the base is very close to the edge of the ice cap. The base
itself is composed mostly of wooden buildings. These buildings were anchored to the ground by
steel rods driven deep into the soil, which was mostly rock. The purpose of these was to keep the
strong winds from blowing these buildings away .
There exists a perpetual high pressure area over the ice cap. When a storm system
approaches Greenland from the south this storm usually has as its center extremely low pressure.
When the storm approaches Greenland, the high pressure over the ice cap and the low pressure in
the system creates a very strong wind. Several times while I was in Greenland, we had gusts of
wind measuring at over 1 00 kilometers. I remember one time shortly after noon; it became time
to lower the flag. This always was accomplished with certain formality. This incident occurred in
December while the days are short. Two Air Policemen were assigned to lower the flag. It had
snowed recently and the snow had been converted to ice by the strong winds. As a result the Air
Policemen could not stand on the ice in those very high winds and had to crawl to the flag pole in
order to lower the flag.
When I first came to BW I, I lived in the B.O.Q. (bachelors' officers' quarters). When the
first storm occurred after my arrival, I remember lying in bed at night and seeing the wall facing
the ice cap bend slightly inward on every blast of wind. I was very nervous until I realized that
the B.O.Q. was anchored by steel rods and had stood through many such storms over many
years. I then went to sleep with the wind howling outside and the B.O.Q. still shaking. I cannot
honestly say that I slept well; however, I did sleep.
During World War II BW I had served primarily as a place to land for planes headed for
England to get re-fueled on its way to Iceland where once more they would be re-fueled before
they took the trip to Scotland. Many, many airplanes traveled from the United States to England
during World War II. Shortly thereafter the Russians started the Cold War. Once more BWI was
utilized to re-fuel airplanes from the United States to Europe. Because of this proximity to the
North Pole it could also be used as a base from which we could conduct an air assault on Russia.
We had a number of these bases spread throughout most of the world which were suitable for an
assault on Russia, had the same been necessary. During World War II we built this base in
Greenland and others in Labrador and Iceland. As a result, our base at BW I, Greenland, was one
of many throughout the world where an air assault could be launched.
BWI provided a home for a thousand or more Air Force personnel, together with almost
an equal number of civilians who built and supported the base facilities. Most of these civilians
were residents of Canada. A maj ority of these came from Newfoundland and a substantial
number from Nova Scotia. Considering the terrain and except for the occasional wind from a
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storm BWI was a tough place to live. The days are about 20 hours long in the summer and about
four hours long in the winter. The base is basically a small town. We had a large and fairly
modern hospital, and a church which was utilized by several denominations. We also had a
school and a commissary, which was our grocery store. We also had three very active clubs. The
Officers Club was open most of the time. In those days slot machines were legal. We had more
than a dozen machines, which you could use nickels, dimes and quarters. Many people had
pleasure and a few became poor trying to beat the machines. We also had a good dining facility,
also a cocktail lounge, bar and a sizeable dance floor. There were few evenings when the Club as
not used and enj oyed. We also had an NCO Club basically the same facilities as the Officers
Club. There was also an Airman's club called "The Ravens Roost" . Unfortunately, I never saw
this club because it had burned shortly before I arrived.
The average tour of duty was one year if you were alone or two years if your family was
present. In the Officers section we did not have enough housing available for all officers. As a
result we had a waiting list for family housing. When I arrived I immediately placed my name on
this list and became eligible for housing, about eight or nine months later. When I became
eligible for housing, I asked Ann and Jane, who was about four years old, to j oin me, which they
did.
The Base Commander during most of the time that I served at BWI was Col. Pelly
(Cowboy) Dittman, a graduate of Texas A & M. Like many Colonels at that time, he had an
outstanding record in World War II. Col. Dittman was very energetic and always trying to find
something to do to keep the troops busy and gainfully employed. The Executive Officer at the
time was Maj or John Horne. He was promoted to Lt. Col., while I was still stationed at BWI . I
understand that he ultimately retired as full Colonel. Col. Dittman and John Horne made a good
team. My work days were usually very pleasant, although busy. My office staff consisted of two
people, plus myself. My secretary was newly hired, Clara Kennedy . Her family owned a dairy
farm in Nova Scotia and she was delighted that she did not have to get up and milk the cows. She
was a very nice person and a quick learner. I also had a Staff Sergeant assigned to the office. He
worked almost entirely on claims and also did some legal assistance. I taught him how to do
simple income tax returns. He investigated claims for their validity. All in all, we worked hard
and got along well. During the two years or so that I spent in Greenland, we had several minor
crimes on the base. The Provost Martial, Don Donaldson and I spent quite a great deal of time
together on official business. We became very close friends and when she came, Ann became
very friendly with both Don and his wife. Several years later Don was the Provost Martial for the
1 g th Air Force which was located on Greenville, South Caroline. Later, when I was assigned in
the office of the Judge Advocate General, Don was in charge of security for the Presidential fleet
of airplanes based at Andrews Air Force Base across town from the Pentagon. His family lived
in lower Maryland. When Don retired, he moved into his father' s old home which was located on
the shore of Chesapeake Bay, We spent a lot of time together and remained close friends. Don
retired fairly early because he had developed diabetes. He chose to get his medical care from
Walter Reed Hospital, which is also located in Washington. Unfortunately he did not live many
years after he retired.
Going back to Greenland, in my initial interview with Col. Dittman, I made the mistake
of telling him that I had worked on a construction gang while in law school. Several months
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before I came to Greenland the Airmens Club which was called "The Ravens Roost" had burned
down. The officers had their club as did the non-commissioned officers. When "The Ravens
Roost" burned down the enlisted men were left without a club. Col. Dittmen decided that we
would build an Airmans Club on the base; however, he did not bother to advise the North East
Air Command nor headquarters USAF of his intentions. The idea to build an Airmans Club was
a good idea, however, it would have been much better had he notified the Air Force of what he
was planning, and also notify the Government of Denmark, who owned the land. Ultimately,
Col. Dittman had some maj or problems with this project from the Air Force. This was a good
idea; however, it would have been better had he obtained prior permission. The "Ravens Roost"
was finished after I left Greenland.
One day Col. Dittman called me into his office and said that he had appointed me to put
in the foundation for "Ravens Roost" . In order to build the "Ravens Roost" we had available to
us a wealth of material left over from building the base. This included a considerable amount of
structural steel and the equipment necessary to make concrete blocks. These had been around for
several years; however, the cold thin air in Greenland was such that they were essentially as
good as new. Putting in the "Ravens Roost" foundation was extremely difficult since we had to
deal with many large rocks, most had to be removed in order to build a foundation. It took 1 5 or
20 men the better part of a month to put in the foundation. In designing the building, the wall
facing the ice cap was designed to be made of concrete blocks. We were advised that a block
wall facing the ice cap would be blown down. Any way, we devised a system to prevent this
from happening. In every layer of block we filled with concrete and in this concrete we placed
steel rods. This ultimately made the entire wall reinforced with concrete and steel. I left
Greenland before the building was completed; however, I suspect "Ravens Roost" probably still
stands. For a group of amateurs we did a pretty good job.
Several of us decided to go fishing one evening. We paid the skipper of our base tug boat
to take us. The cod were feeding on bait fish and very hungry. They tried to eat red and white
"dare devil" spoons which we bought from the PX. After we had fished a couple of hours, one of
us looked at his wrist watch and discovered that it was getting on toward Midnight and it was
still daylight. We returned to the dock, paid the Captain and gave our catch to the civilians club
which made them happy. With too little sleep and too much to drink, we were not in very good
shape to go to work the next morning. However, we all went. We decided that late fishing trips
were not worth our headaches the next morning. Since all of us were on Col. Ditman' s staff, we
had no option but to "tough it out". This ended our late afternoon daylight fishing trips. By the
way, we caught several dozen cod fish.
When I was first recalled to active duty, I was on flying status. Shortly after I arrived in
Greenland I carried my flight records to flight operations. Shortly thereafter I commenced a
program of training to bring me "up to date" on flying, since I had not flown for several years. In
this regard, we had the C-54's and also three or four C-47's. I was furnished copies of the
operations manual for both the C-54 and the C-47. These provided me with reading material for
several days. Since I had many hours flying the B-2 5, it was fairly easy to become comfortable
flying the C-47. This plane was used for air drops to our Consulate and several weather stations
in Greenland.
We had a very large and competent maintenance facility on the base. Of our three C-54's,
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one usually was in the hanger for maintenance and the other two were being flown regularly.
I did most of my flying in the C-54's. We had several pilots who had flown in the Berlin
Air Lift several years before. I especially enj oyed flying with these veterans because they were
excellent teachers. During the two plus years I was in Greenland, we never had any mechanical
problems with our C-54' s, and we kept the planes busy.
As I have previously mentioned, most of our civilian help came from Canada. The
Canadian Government had to approve our contract of employment with the Canadian citizens.
Most of these contracts were year to year and included a vacation once a year. As a result many
C-54 flights out of Greenland had a number of Canadian employees going home for vacation.
Many of our flights had a "stop over" at Gander and St. Johns.
Because of its rugged terrain and lack of instrument approach, all landings and take offs
in BW I were made in the daylight. In the winter all flights departed and landed during the few
hours of daylight.
For no particular reason, I especially remember a flight from BW I inbound to
Pepperell AFB in St. Johns Newfoundland. I was flying left seat, and we took off about
1 : 3 0 which was close to dusk. It is about a six hour flight to Pepperell. Our crew
consisted of three pilots, a navigator and a flight engineer who sat between the pilot and
co-pilot. The other pilot was probably in one of the bunks just behind the cockpit. The
navigator was sitting behind the pilots and had visual access to the moon and stars. Long
"over water" flights were navigated by grid and celestial means which I did not completely
understand.
Our flight engineer on this and a number of other flights was Tech. Sgt. Tommie Thomas,
who is a native of Marion County . He knew some of my relatives and we spent a lot of time
talking about home during our long flights. As usual with these long over water flights, the only
personnel wide awake were the pilot, co-pilot, navigator and flight engineer. Our co-pilot was an
experienced C-54 pilot. Since we usually carried 20 - 40 passengers, this made us all more
comfortable in this and other flights. As we came closer to Newfoundland, we would
occasionally see a light below us. These were fishing boats on the Grand Banks.
Except for landings, take-offs and navigation, flying in the Arctic was fairly uneventful.
The air was generally very smooth and it was a pleasure to fly. Once we made landfall in
Newfoundland there were occasional lights from small villages mostly along the coast.
On this particular flight as we approached St. Johns, we began to encounter low clouds
and fog. As usual we had contacted ground control several hundred miles before our arrival. As
we approached Pepperell, it was crystal clear for a few minutes and suddenly the ground would
suddenly disappear in the fog. All incoming planes are picked up by a ground controller who
directed us to fly a certain heading and a certain altitude. Our flight controller directed us to fly a
certain heading and a certain altitude. Our flight was controlled completely from the ground.
This night our approach and landing were uneventful. We were then directed to our parking
place by the tower. After six hours or so in the air, we were glad to get out and stretch our legs.
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After we unloaded our passengers and cargo and had picked up other passengers and other cargo,
we were ready to fly again after we filled our tanks with gasoline.
As I recall our next stop was Goose Bay, Labador, which was three hours from St. Johns,
to the north and west. Goose Bay is an unusual place. It gets about 1 5 feet of snow every year.
The runways are kept open all year because we had Air Defense fighter aircraft stationed there.
In the winter the snow, piled up on the side of the runway so high that from the ground you could
only see the tip of a C-54 ' s rudder when it landed on the runway.
Our flight crew shifted positions; the pilot became the co-pilot, etc. In that way the crew
remained relatively fresh over time, even though we would fly a total of many hours. As usual it
was bitterly cold.
We landed uneventfully at Goose Bay. We unloaded cargo and a few passengers and
picked up more passengers and cargo and headed home for BW I .
Although our commissary was well stocked with necessities, we did not have fresh fruit,
vegetables, etc. To obtain these we periodically sent a C-54 to either Halifax, Nova Scotia;
Moncton, New Brunswick or to Montreal. If these arrived in BW I in good shape, they were
shared by the Officers Club and other Clubs. Unfortunately, not all of the fresh vegetables and
fruit arrived in Greenland in good shape. lf we were delayed in Goose Bay because of bad
weather or technical problems, even when these goodies arrived in Greenland, they were barely
edible. Goose Bay in the wintertime was bitterly cold and was far colder than Greenland, In fact,
if our aircraft stayed on the ground for any appreciable length of time in the wintertime; we had
to heat up our engines before we could ever start them. After the engines were heated and
started, the crew would then have to de-ice and defrost the wings so the plane would fly. When
everything was completed, and if the time was right, we would take off for Greenland. We would
rotate our crew and head for home, which was approximately 600 nautical miles away . As a
result of the above, delivery of fresh fruit and produce was at best sporadic. This flight normally
took about four hours and the weather in B W I . It had to be satisfactory for a visual approach and
landing.
Finally, housing became available for Ann and Jane. They were flown to Greenland by a
C-54 from Westover Field, Massachusetts to Newfoundland and then on to Greenland. I was
advised of their expected arrival time in Newfoundland and we made arrangements to pick them
up . When we arrived in St. Johns on this mission we were advised that the airplane carrying Jane
and Ann had departed a couple of hours ago headed to Goose Bay, Labrador. We went to Goose
Bay, picked them up and then flew to Greenland. We moved into our house located almost
adj acent to the Officers Club.
Our relatively small house was fairly comfortable. It had two bed rooms, a living room,
together with a kitchen and eating area. All-in-all, the furniture was not bad, and aside from
being marooned in a far away place, we were fairly comfortable. Obviously, my life style
changed dramatically when Jane and Ann arrived. As a bachelor, I ate most of my meals in the
Officers Club. It took me a little while to get settled down in our new home and get into the
routine, except we both missed having an automobile. Jane was enrolled in kindergarten and we
ate about 50% of our evening meals in the Officers Club, which was less than 1 00 yards from
our house. We had drapes on our windows, together with black shades so we could sleep in the
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summertime when it was daylight most of the night. Gradually over time, the Officers Club
became our home away from home, In addition to the Officers Club we had a good sized
hospital, church, and commissary which was our grocery store, together with a well stocked PX,
which carried most of the personal items we needed to live. Transportation by military vehicle
was severely limited to the Base Commander and a few Officers and civilians, like the Fire
Chief. As a result many of the wives had to walk to the commissary.
After we had been in the house for a few days, we came settled and our life fell into a
pattern. Jane went to kindergarten and she has a diploma congratulating her for finishing the
course many years ago. Jane made friends and she was generally content with her new
playmates. Ann found bridge players and she played once or twice a week and sometimes more.
About three or four times a week, we went to the Club in the evening and had dinner and
generally visited with other members of the Club. In her spare time Ann played the slot
machines. Apparently these were set up so that no one would make a lot of money or lose a great
deal of money. Ann ended our tour in Greenland by being a little ahead. About once or twice a
week, Ann would go to the commissary for food. She carried a bag with her to bring the food
home. Since the commissary was about a half-mile away, this could be quite a chore when the
weather was bad; however, she was young and strong and suffered no ill affects. We had no
television, and as a result, we made our own social plans. As time went on we settled into a
routine that we could live with without too many problems. We also took several trips on our
local tug down the fiord with a number of our friends. I especially remember one trip. We were a
long way from home and the wind started blowing and even on a fiord the water was rough.
About one-half of the passengers became sea sick, including me. We also, with the assistance of
our Danish representative, made a trip over to the little village across the fiord from the base.
The Danes tried hard to keep the Greenlanders from associating with us, because according to
the Danes, we had a number of diseases for which the Greenlanders had no bodily defenses.
Occasionally a Greenlander avoided the Danes and came over to our side. Generally, they stayed
on their side and we stayed on ours.
Life moved on and we learned to adapt over time. Several months before our rotation
date, I was advised that my next duty station was to be Stewart Air Force Base which is located
about half-way between Nashville and Murphysboro. We both looked forward to leaving
Greenland and living in Tennessee, since there would be a significant improvement to our life
style.
After I had been at BW I for several months, I received a copy of an Order from
Northeast Air Command appointing me as Defense Counsel to a General Court Martial. Attached
to the Order, I received an investigative report which accused my client, an airman, assigned to
Goose Bay Labrador of raping a female member of the United States Air Force. After receiving
the investigative report, I requested and received an Order sending me to Pepperell Air Force
Base for the purpose of meeting with my client regarding the allegations contained in this report.
While at Pepperell, I had access to both my client and investigative material. The trial counsel
and I, together with the President of the Court agreed on a trial date. As I recall the case took
about a day or day and a half to be heard in its entirety. After hearing the evidence, the Court
went out, and several hours later came back with an acquittal for my client. Both my client and I
were very excited and felt that I was a bona fide trial lawyer. In looking back, the complaining
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witness in the case had almost as much hair on her face as I did at the time. The Court apparently
determined that no man in his right mind would attempt to rape this woman in a snow bank. The
next day after the case was finished, I went back to BW I. One of the passengers that flew with
me to BW I was my client. I guess that was the Commanders idea of vengeance. Anyway, I had
him assigned to a work crew building the "Ravens Roost" . I also had him in my office and gave
him a lecture as to what was going to happen to him if he got in trouble at BW I. Before I left, he
was promoted from Corporal to Sergeant.
Shortly after Ann and Jane went back to the States, Col. Dittman rotated back to the
United States. I learned later that while he was at home in Texas he went on a fishing trip and got
a fish hook in his eye which ultimately required the eye to be removed. I remained at BW I
because my replacement had not arrived.
We received a new Commander who was much more relaxed and laid back than Col.
Dittman. I worked for him about three months, and we had no problems.
Finally, I received my orders to depart Greenland. I was flown back to Westover Air
Force Base from which I had departed approximately two years before. I j oined Ann and Jane at
her parents' home in upstate New York, and after a very enj oyable vacation we went to Smyrna,
Tennessee, which is a small town adj acent to Stewart Air Force Base (A.F.B.) We lived for a
couple of weeks or so in Smyrna until our duplex apartment was completed.
Sewart Air Force Base was an active troop carrier base. It contained a troop carrier wing
consisting of either five or six squadrons, plus a number of other facilities. Several years before I
arrived at Sewart, the local politicians assisted the Air Force in obtaining the Wherry Housing
proj ect. The word "Wherry " is the name of an influential Congressman who helped to obtain
housing for service personnel and their families. The entire proj ect contained approximately 1 00
apartments half of which were assigned to officers and the other half to non-commissioned
officers. As a result, we basically had created a small city adj acent to Sewart, A.F.B.
When I arrived at Sewart, the S.J.A. (Staff Judge Advocate) was an elderly attorney
nearing the end of his carrier. Several months after my arrival, he retired and I became the S .J. A.
Within a few months two young attorneys j oined us, together with and N.C.O. (Non
Commissioned Officer) and several secretaries. We remained together as a unit for the balance of
my tour of five or more years.
From an operational point of view, Sewart was a very busy troop carrier base.
Considering its size and mission, there was little criminal activity on the base. However, during
this period of time, the Korean War was in full swing and as a result, a small number of airmen
went AWOL rather than serve in Korea. Ultimately most of these airmen from Tennessee were
picked up by the F .B.I or other law enforcement agencies and sent to Sewart for disposition. As
result, we usually had several of these airmen awaiting trial or transportation to various military
prisons. This kept our office and the air police busy.
I especially remember one of these cases which was typical. An airman from east
Tennessee was assigned to a unit in Korea. Rather than go overseas, he went "over the hill". He
56

was picked up and ultimately incarcerated in our j ail for trial. Since this was a young and fairly
ignorant country boy and his mother was a widow, I decided to try him by special court rather
than by general court. I interviewed him after his trial was over. In special court cases the base
Commander at Sewart had the authority to approve the entire sentence or some lesser charge.
When I talked to him, I asked him why he didn't wish to serve his country. He stated that his
mother was a widow and it was com planting time. So I asked, ' When you finished planting com
were you going back to the service?' He stated no because they had caught him first. Ultimately,
he served his six months and received a Bad Conduct Discharge. These were difficult decisions
because I felt sorry for most of these young people; however, as a matter of policy we could not
send our brave young men off to war and let the cowards go home and breed more cowards. As a
result of this and other cases the young attorneys who were the Assistant S .J.A. s were exposed to
many cases. These attorneys became very adept at making mercy speeches. For this, and other
reasons, I rotated these young lawyers between being prosecutors and defense counsel.
When I became S.J.A. the base Commander was Co. Hoyt Prindle. Col. Prindle was a
very senior colonel and was generally well regarded by both the officers and the men. He did his
j ob and insisted that others perform their duties in a proper manner. Physically he was of average
height and was slightly rotund. Shortly before midnight one evening, Col. Prindle was involved
in a one car crash after he failed to complete a hairp in tum in the road near the one of our maj or
runways. His car rolled over and he suffered several inj uries. Fortunately none of these were life
threatening; however, he was pretty battered up for several weeks. These inj uries required a
"Line of Duty Investigation" be conducted. Under normal circumstances, the base commander
would order than such an investigation be conducted. In this case, I received orders from 1 8 th Air
Force directing that I perform this investigation. Although at the time I did not know it, these
orders probably actually came from the 1 8 th Air Force Commander, Maj or General Chester
McCarthy . Gen. McCarthy was the only reserve general officer on active duty at that time. Gen.
McCarthy was also a trial lawyer who represented mostly defendant corporate and other business
clients as I did several years later. Later I had the opportunity to know him well
Actually, my j ob was to build a thorough and irrefutable case that this accident occurred
"in line of duty " . My preliminary interview with Col. Prindle developed that he had been to
Nashville to spend a social time with personal friends. Needless to say, I did not ask him the sex
of this friend or friends. He stated that during the course of the evening, he had had two or
perhaps three drinks over a period of several hours. He had no problem driving through
Nashville and traveling the twenty miles or so to Sewart. This appeared to be reasonable on its
face. He identified himself to the Air Policeman on duty who saluted and waved him through the
gate and onto the base. Col. Prindle advised that as he was making this tum, the road was
suddenly obscured by fog. I obtained the official weather reports for this time period and sure
enough about 2:00 A.M. fog was reported to be forming on the base. I obtained duly
authenticated copies and attached them to my report. I reported that Col. Prindle's inj uries
occurred "in line of duty " . My report was approved and this matter was quietly "laid to rest" .
About a year later Col. Prindle was re-assigned to Headquarters 1 8 th Air Force as its
Deputy Commander. His departure was seen and heard by all as he buzzed our base at tree top
level. Shortly thereafter he was promoted to Brigadier General.
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Although there was little maj or crime on our base, I did have a case that I remember well.
On "pay day" there was a card game being played in one of our NCO barracks. During the course
of the game, an airman walked into the room where the game was being played. He pulled out a
pistol and proceeded to pick up the money in the "pot" . One participant in the game obj ected and
the "would be robber shot the airman in the side" and departed with the money in the "pot" .
Before he departed the base, he was taken into custody by an air policeman on duty.
As a result he was charged with robbery and assault. A general court martial was
ultimately convened on the base. Since this case occurred before I became the S .J.A. , I was
assigned to defend the airman. At the trial I cross-examined all of the participants in the poker
game. Like so many other cases, most of the witnesses "didn't know anything" . The airman who
was shot identified the defendant as the robber. On cross-examination I tried to get him to admit
that he could not positively identify my client as the robber. He was so certain that the defendant
was the robber. His answer killed our defense. The witness stated that "he would never forget the
defendant's cold eyes" which he clearly possessed.
The Court believed this testimony and the defendant was found guilty on all counts, and
was sentenced to a dishonorable discharge and several years in j ail.
This case went up on appeal and it ultimately went to the Court of Military Appeals where it
was affirmed. The defendant was incarcerated, in the military prison at Fort Leavinworth,
Kansas. I had occasion to visit my client once while he was in this prison. When I left, I was very
glad to be out of there. It was obviously a tough and business like place.
Several months later, my secretary reminded me that we still had the money from the "pot"
in our safe. Since the money belonged to the victims of this crime, I decided that the money
should be returned to the victims now that the verdict was final. No one knew exactly the amount
of the "pot" which belonged to each airman. As a result, I decided to call all the victims into my
office; place the money on my desk and leave the room. I discussed this with Col. McNickle,
who was now the base commander, and he agreed. Since I had the name and squadron of each
person I called their boss Col. "Ace" Delacy and asked that they report to my office at a certain
time and date. This occurred and I departed my office and closed the door. When the airmen
arrived, they, after some discussion, decided who was entitled to the money and to what amount.
I never heard who was robbed or any discussion on this matter from the NCOs involved.
Several months later I was served a complaint filed in U. S. District Court charging that I
had stolen contained in my safe. After finishing my tirade of swearing, I called Col. Gust
Yandala, an attorney located in the Judge Advocate General's Office in Washington. Col.
Yandala, who I later worked for, started laughing and told me that he would be turning the
matter over to the Dept. of Justice for handling and not to worry about it. Several days later I
received a copy of a Motion to dismiss the case filed by the local U. S . Attorney in Tampa.
Shortly thereafter I also received a dismissal with prejudice from the U. S. District Court. This
case was finally over.
Several weeks later our troop carrier wing was heavily involved in maneuvers in Alaska.
58

Our role was transporting a large contingent of paratroopers stationed in Ft. Campbell, Kentucky,
from Sewart to Alaska, together with much of their equipment.
For several weeks prior to the maneuver, our legal assistance office was kept busy drafting
wills and an occasional power of attorney, in spite of my warnings. Finally the day of their
departure arrived, and the flight line was busy with landings and take-offs. This maneuver
occurred over twenty-five years ago and we were transporting men and equipment in C-1 1 9s,
which were also known as "Flying box cars" . This was not a good airplane since, on occasion,
the prop on one of the two engines would "run away" . When this occurred usually the engine
was quickly shut down, and that engine's prop feathered. Shortly after lunch, I was sitting at my
desk and I heard a prop "run away " on an airplane shortly after take off. The tower immediately
gave the order to "bail out the troopers and to shut the engine down, since ultimately the plane
would stall out and spin in. This particular airplane was being flown by a squadron maintenance
officer who after, his passengers bailed out, requested permission to bring the airplane back to
the airport for further study. I was told that the tower insisted that the crew bail out which they
never had time to attempt. Anyway, when I heard the prop run away, I went to the window and
pulled back the drapes. At that time a trooper parachuted to the ground not three feet from my
window. At the same time several other troopers landed around our headquarter building. I
walked down to Col. Mac's office, which was a beehive of activity. Col. Mac announced that all
the troopers had successfully bailed out. At about the same time, he announced that the tower
had observed that the C-1 1 9 had now "spun in" and that no parachutes were sighted. It was soon
announced that the airplane had struck the ground about 1 0- 1 5 miles east of Sewart and had
started a fire. Col. Mac called the helicopter squadron and ordered them to transport him to the
scene of the crash. Col. Mac turned to me and stated, "I want you to go because we may have
incurred significant damage from which we could expect to receive a number of claims".
The helicopter in which we traveled was large and had rotors on both ends. It is capable of
carrying about a dozen troops loaded with combat gear. We drove to the flight line and boarded
the waiting helicopter for a trip to the scene of the crash.
We were given a bearing from the tower and as soon as we were airborne, we could see a
plume of smoke from the ground which we flew toward. When we landed it was clear that the
plane had gone straight into the ground. All that remained, other than the crater, were a few
pieces of aluminum. No one had survived. There was no visible damage to the land, livestock or
crops. This damage would be dealt with by our office. There were also a few shreds of human
remains hanging on the bushes around the crash site. We used prisoners to clean these up . They
were supervised by the claims officer who was also one of my assistants. In civilian life he
enj oyed visiting auto crash scenes, which is the reason that I appointed him. I suspect that in the
future he may have become reluctant to visit these scenes. This was very sad and very gruesome
because the deceased was a fine young officer with a wife and several small children
When we returned to the base Col. Mac asked me to call the Base Commander, who was
the base Chaplain and ask him to join us. The Chaplain came and we were loaded into Col.
Mac's car. The deceased lived near my house and on the same street. By this time, the whole
base was aware of the crash; however, the crew's names had not been announced. When the car
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drove up to the deceased's home, the wife recognized that the Base Commander, Chaplain and
the Staff Judge Advocate were getting out. She knew why we had come and started crying
uncontrollably. The children also started crying and I wished that I was somewhere else.
Anyway, Col. Mac and Chaplain Edmonds spent a considerable amount of time consoling the
widow. After things quieted down a little, I told the wife that I had recently up-dated her
husband's Will and that all his affairs were in order. This helped her somewhat, maybe.
After many years, I still remember this scene vividly. This was a tough day for all of us.
On a more pleasant note, a year or so earlier I had, as usual, been invited into the
Colonel's office by his secretary . After dealing with the usual formalities, Col. Mac stated "I
want you to be President of the PTA" . I told Col. Mac that I never had any experience like this in
my life. He replied "that there is probably no one else on the base with more experience and he
was confident that I would find a way to get the j ob done " . I advised Ann of my "good fortune"
and that I would need some help from her and other wives who had children in the school. The
school was located on the base. I also learned the names of many of the Senior NCOs, who had
children in school. I requested them to advise their wives of this undertaking and the need for
their help. Anyway, with all this help, we managed to get things organized and set up committees
composed of both officers and NCOs and their wives to carry out the proj ects which we
envisioned. As I recall, a couple of months after Col. Mac had bestowed this "great honor" on
me, we decided to hold a carnival and "turkey shoot" during the Thanksgiving Holiday. We did
this and the carnival event was well attended and we made considerable money. The money was
placed in a non-appropriated fund account and was used for improvements to the playground and
its equipment, which were utilized by our children.
Life went on and one day my term as President of the PT A was over. Obviously, I did not
run for re-election and never received a "service medal" for my efforts. Anyway it was not an
unpleasant experience.
Notwithstanding the fact that Col. Mac appointed me as President of the PTA, he was the
Base Commander that I served well. Col. Mac spent very little of his time in his office. He made
regular visits to the flight line, the squadron's "ready" rooms and maintenance facilities. He knew
most of the pilots by name and also the Senior NCOs and was aware of most problems before
they became maj or headaches. Everyone on the base, officers and NCOs, knew and admired Col.
Mac for his easy approach to problem solving. Aside from the above, there were several fairly
senior officers who Col. Mac had to deal with for disciplinary problems. I wrote several harsh
and stem reprimands to several of these officers for Col. Mac's signature. I also wrote several
effectiveness reports which Col. Mac signed. After a while I realized that although Col. Mac was
apparently soft and easy going, he could be as hard and demanding as any Commander that I
ever served.
I remember many pleasant incidents involving Col. Mac. By way of back ground, Col
Mac had an identical twin brother. Both were from South Dakota. The twins enlisted in the Air
Force several years before World War II began and both graduated from flying school. Unless
you saw the McNickle brothers together, it was very difficult to tell them apart. In World War II
Col. Marvin McNickle flew a number of combat missions and became a Lt. Col. His brother
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Melvin was not so fortunate and was shot down and became a prisoner of War for a year. When
the War was over, my boss, Col. Marvin, had been promoted to Colonel. His twin brother
Melvin, because of his time in the prisoner camp, had the rank of Lt. Colonel and was several
years later also promoted.
One afternoon the commander's secretary called me and told me that Col. Mac would like
to see me. Ordinarily this happened several time during the week. I knocked on the door as I
usually did and was told to enter. I went through the usual formalities and sat down in front of
the Colonel's desk and advised him that I had several matters which I wished to discuss with him
and commenced my presentation. Col. Mac never asked any questions which was a bit unusual.
After this had gone on for several minutes, I became suspicious and looked at Col. Mac. At that
time the gentleman in the Commander's seat introduced himself as Col. Mac's twin brother,
Melvin. We both enj oyed a good laugh.
After Col. Mac was transferred, he was replaced by Col. (Doc) Williams. Col. Williams
came with the reputation of being one of the rising young stars in the Air Force. He was being
supported by several influential senior officers. Although, for physical reasons, he did not remain
at Sewart for a long period of time, I evaluated him as being a bright and very young Colonel,
who was destined to become a general officer. He was a good man, and a good Commander and
I enj oyed working for him.
Within several months of his arrival at Sewart our troop carrier wing was involved in an
exercise at another base which was not unusual. After his airplane landed Col. Williams was
standing at the counter in base operations filing a report, when he suddenly and unexpectedly
collapsed and became unconscious. He was resuscitated and later thoroughly examined by a
number of physicians. No one was able to determine the exact cause of this incident. As a result,
he was temporarily taken off flying status and was sent down to Maxwell Air Force Base to be
examined by several physicians who recommended that Col. Williams be removed from flying
status. On behalf of Col. Williams, we requested that these findings and recommendations be set
aside. I had been encouraged to take this course of action by Maj or General Chester McCarthy,
who was the Commander of the 1 8 th Air Force and also a well-known attorney in civilian life. I
met with General McCarthy; sat down and discussed our strategy to allow Col. Williams to
remain on flying status. A medical board composed of several senior physicians met at Maxwell
Air Force Base in Montgomery, Alabama. General McCarthy and I appeared on behalf of Col.
Williams. In looking back through the years, I have represented dozens of respondents before
various boards. At the time, I felt that we did an excellent j ob and looking back, I must agree;
however, we lost the case.
Unfortunately, the board determined that Col. Williams could not remain on flying status
because this medical problem made it likely that the same might occur unexpectedly again. I
departed Sewart before this matter was finalized; however, I learned that Col Williams was
relieved of command because he was taken off flying status. In retrospect, I understand how the
board made this finding and recommendation, although I still feel that this was unduly harsh,
since they could have restricted his flying to situations in which there was another pilot, either as
pilot or co-pilot at the controls of the airplane.
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On an entirely different subj ect, while we were at Sewart, Ann and I began to play golf.
Ann showed a great deal of aptitude and ultimately became a very good golfer. I was, at best a
mediocre player. At this time Sewart had a nine hole golf course which was kept in good
condition. After quite a discussion, it was decided that we should add another nine holes to the
golf course. Since there was no money to pay for a new nine holes, Col. Mac assigned certain
squadrons to build certain holes. We had been working on this proj ect for several months when I
received my orders transferring me to Nuasseur Air Force Base, just outside Casablanca,
Morocco. As a result the other nine holes were not completed until after my departure. Ann, Jane
and I were very reluctant to leave Sewart. We had been there several years and left many friends
and acquaintances. In the military you can expect to be transferred to other assignments every
few years or so; however, we hated to leave Sewart.
I was ordered to report to New York for transportation to Casablanca. We traveled on the
U. S . Geiger. The Geiger was a troop transport which was in fairly good condition. I had been
promoted to Maj or while I was at Sewart. This made me the ranking officer among the military
personnel on the ship. As ranking officer I had my choice of quarters on the ship. Also on the
ship was a high ranking either Colonel or General, who was retired. At his request I gave him my
quarters, which made both Jane and Ann unhappy.
After a rough voyage, primarily because of sickness, we arrived in Casablanca. We were
met at the dock by Maj or Bill Donaldson, also known as "Don" our friend, whom we had served
with in Greenland. After we cleared customs he took us to a native restaurant on the edge of
Kasbah which is the native section where we had dinner. Ann was careless with her purse and
some one managed to steal her passport, which was returned with the assistance of Maj or
Donaldson. I have never asked how he had this passport returned. He then took us to the hotel
Anfa which was to be our home for a couple of weeks until we were assigned quarters at
Nuasseur Air Force Base. Our quarters on the base were comfortable and we lived there for over
three years. Our house had two bedrooms, a kitchen and dining room, together with a pleasant
living room. For an unknown reason our house was next door to the quarters of the Commanding
General. While we were stationed in Sewart, Jane obtained a female toy bull terrier, named
"Tinker Belle". Tinker Belle came overseas with us and her quarters were on the stern of the U. S.
S . Geiger. Either Ann, I or both of us visited Tinker Belle every day because Jane was in the sick
bay with a very bad cold and was unable to visit with Tinker Belle. Tinker Belle remained with
us in Alabama and in Washington.
After we had been in Morocco several months, Ann bought me a Brittany spaniel for my
birthday . She was named "Foolette" and became a fairly good hunting dog; however, she didn't
like feathers in her mouth and wouldn't retrieve. Anyway, she was a pretty dog and I enj oyed
her. After several months a friend gave me a bird puppy that became a very good hunting dog.
While we were stationed in Montgomery "Pete", my dog, became very good at hunting quail and
retrieving, when I was lucky enough to bring one down.
The Commanding General's wife was not too happy with our dogs. Anyway they soon
were transferred, and we had a new neighbor, Maj or General Horace Wade. General Wade had a
Springer spaniel and our collective dogs didn't bother either of us.
When we first arrived in Morocco, I was the Assistant Staff Judge Advocate. Shortly
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afterwards, the Staff Judge Advocate left for a stateside assignment and I became the SJA.
When I came to Morocco, Nuasseur was an Air Materiel Base. Shortly it was transferred
to the Strategic Air Command. There is a huge difference between the missions of these two
commands. Likewise the personnel of these two commands were dramatically different.
Nuasseur became the housekeeping base and its mission was to provide support to the tenant
Strategic Air Command. The Base Commander was Col. George Blakely who I worked for.
Over the period of several years I assumed more and more responsibility . 1 also became a one
man Foreign Claims Commission. Also, we had special Court Martial Jurisdiction. At that time,
we also had j urisdiction over civilian employees. Since most of our civilian employees had years
of experience, we had little or no problems with them. However, when I first arrived, a General
Court Martial was about to convene to try a civilian who was charged with having stolen
government property valued at many thousand dollars. Jurisdiction had been assumed by the Air
Materiel Command and we were not directly involved. The Court, which was composed of
officers stationed at Nuasseur found the defendant guilty on several counts and sentenced him to
several years in prison. The sentence was appealed and ultimately affirmed in most part.
I cannot compliment too highly my staff at Nouasseur. I had two young lawyers on their
first assignment. They were both outstanding. One was Herb Thorpe and the other was Bruce
Morgan. We also had one or more airmen. The main thing that made our office run smoothly
was our administrative help. These consisted of Phil Welter, a Frenchman and Mr. Massise, a
Moroccan. They were both interesting people. Phil Welter was formerly an officer in the French
Camel Corp. and still held a reserve commission in the French Army. Away from work I referred
to him as "Bunion Butt". He had a close connection with the local Attorney General who was
French.
At this time, the French and the Moroccans had an agreement that France would
relinquish their sovereignty to Morocco. This was accomplished in stages over several years. Mr.
Massise was a Moroccan. He had had a very interesting life. Several years before he had been a
movie actor and had appeared in several American films concerning Morocco and North Africa.
He spoke and understood English. He was invaluable when I, as a foreign claims commission
had to deal with the Moroccans. For example, the Air Force had flown a squadron of j et fighters
non-stop, from Langley Air Force Base in Virginia to Morocco. In this particular case we had 1 2
o r 1 5 j et fighters headed to Morocco. Several hundred miles short of Nouasseur one o f the planes
developed problems with its heating and cooling system. The wing man kept talking to the pilot
giving him advice and directions. Finally the pilot lost control of the airplane and crashed 30 40 miles west of Nuasseur. As expected, the Moroccans had several claims for property damage,
most of which Mr. Massise and I settled. Later we delivered the agreed amount in Moroccan
money. As a part of this incident the Moroccan villagers also made a claim for the damage to
their fig tree. Mr. Massise suggested that we go out and look at the fig tree or the remnants of the
fig tree. It developed that this fig tree was, at one time, huge and had been in existence for
several centuries. The Moroccan villagers had relied on figs from their tree as a part of their food
supply. Obviously, I could not know what the fig tree was worth. As a result I turned over the
negotiations to Mr. Massise. Anyway, Mr. Massise made a recommendation as to what I should
pay for this tree. I approved his recommendation, since I had no place to go and agreed to furnish
the agreed sum in Moroccan money. This was accomplished several days later and Mr. Massise
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and I took the money out to the village. When we arrived they had pitched a rather large tent and
proceeded to entertain us. I wrote a detailed letter concerning this matter to the Claims
Department in Europe. I never heard more about this matter. For Morocco, it was quite a large
sum of money; however, it was within my authority to settle this matter.
A few days later I was in the office and Mr. Massise dropped by my office and was
grinning from ear to ear and told me that he had some good news. He said his wife just had a
son, to which I replied "aren't you getting a little old for this since you are in your 5 0s?" He
laughed and said "No" and I congratulated him.
During this same period of time we had a criminal problem which arose in Casablanca.
Factually, several young airmen went to Casablanca to party and apparently spent all or most of
their money on pleasure. Unfortunately, their vehicle was low on gas and they couldn't come
home to the base and they were broke. Anyway, one of these young men decided to take the car
to the filling station and wake up the man on duty and ask him to fill up the tank with gas and
they had no money to pay for the same. After getting the gasoline, one of the airmen hit the
Moroccan in the head with a tire iron and seriously injured him and they returned to Nuasseur.
Within a few days we received a complaint from the Moroccan government concerning this
matter. Our law enforcement people investigated the matter and learned who was involved and
arrested the culprits. The Moroccans were incensed and asked us to turn the airmen over to them
for prosecution. I did not wish this to happen for several reasons and I asked both Mr. Welter and
Mr. Massise to intervene and to convince the Moroccans that the Air Force would administer
justice. We also agreed to pay the Moroccan's medical bills for personal inj ury. Anyway, we set
the case for trial before a General Court Martial in Nuasseur. Since the Moroccan was a vital
witness, Mr. Massise offered to pay his bill, after the Moroccan's testimony before the General
Court Martial. The Moroccan testified and Mr. Massise brought him to my office and I paid the
money for his damages as we had previously agreed in Moroccan francs. The defendant was
found guilty and sentenced to several years in a military prison.
One day the base commander's secretary called me and advised me that he wished to see
and speak to me, which was not unusual. Since the Commander's office was about 20 steps from
my office, I reported as requested. Col. Blakey advised that through intelligence channels, it was
reported that the Russians had a missile located in what was known as East Prussia, with
"Nuasseur" on it. His question was simply, "what can we do to protect the men, women, children
and other civilians on our base?" I asked the Colonel for a few hours to think about this and that I
would report back. In a couple of hours, I recommended that all of our people be sent to
"Bulow" . (This is Buelelow - phonetic.) It has an interesting background.) When the French and
the Moroccans agreed to our building a number of bases in Morocco, one of these bases was
Bulow, which is located some 45 - 50 miles north and a little east of Nuasseur. Bulow was being
utilized as a satellite base. We built a modem runway over 5,000 feet in length. We had also built
several barracks and warehouses. At that time, we had a small cadre of approximately 1 5 to 20
airmen who kept the facilities functional. We also had a fairly significant store of rations, most of
which were dried. Although Bulow was obviously not adequate to take care of all of our people,
I felt that for a few days we would have enough food and water to keep them alive until they
could be transported out of the country. The modem runway could, over time, handle the many
modem aircraft which would be needed to transport our dependants and civilian employees.
64

We could not afford to tell our people to just leave the base and seek their own shelter.
This obviously was not a viable solution since most, if not all of our people, could and probably
would be treated as hostages. The only viable solution to this problem was to get as many of our
people to Bulow as quickly as possible, and at the same time ask headquart ers to send the
airplanes necessary to transport them to other bases or countries.
I reported this to Col. Blakey and, although he was not over overj oyed with my proposed
solution; we could not come up with a better plan for dealing with this impossible situation.
Fortunately, within a few days, we were advised that the Russians no longer had the missile
pointed toward us.
In retrospect, as a matter of conj ecture, I suspect that the Russians were told that if they
fired this missile they should expect to lose a number of their cities. Anyway, this problem went
away.
On a more pleasant note, I went to Bulow hunting a number of times. It had a fair number
of chukka partridge and a few wild boars. My next door neighbor, Maj . General Horace Wade,
also enj oyed hunting and he also had a bird dog. The hunting around Bulow was, for in the most
part, in a natural state. It had a fairly large area covered with natural grass, which was inhabited
with a few wild boar and a number of chukka partridge. We hunted the chukka partridge
generally as we hunt quail in the United States. After General Wade and I had hunted Bulow a
few times, Col. Blakey indicated that he wished to accompany us. General Wade invited him to
hunt with us. On our first trip together, we left Nuasseur early in the morning, and arrived at
Bulow shortly after daylight. We had a gate at the main entrance which was manned by air
policemen and when we arrived, we were quickly waved through.
When we built Bulow, our engineers had dammed up a Wadi, which created a small lake.
Early in the morning, General Wade decided that we should check to see if there were any ducks
on this lake. General Wade's dog was a springer spaniel, which is an ideal dog for retrieving
ducks downed on the water. We went down to the lake and his spaniel ran up several, ducks.
General Wade downed a couple and they landed in the lake. He told his dog to fetch the ducks.
The spaniel did as he was told and jumped in the water and returned a duck to General Wade.
General Wade had also crippled another duck. He ordered his dog to retrieve this duck from off
the lake which the dog did. On his way back to shore, the dog became entangled in underwater
vegetation which hindered his swimming. Soon it became obvious that General Wade's dog was
struggling and was in danger of drowning. When this occurred, General Wade peeled off his
clothes and waded in the lake to rescue his dog. By this time, the dog was struggling badly. Gen.
Wade reached his dog then brought him back to shore. Col. Blakey thought this was the most
hilarious thing that he had ever seen a man do when Gen. Wade took off his clothing to rescue
his dog. General Wade did not appreciate this laughter. He said nothing and we continued
hunting. Around Noon we returned to the picnic area, and had a picnic box lunch. My
recollection is that we did not hunt long after this lunch because of the hot weather and we went
back to Nuasseur. At that time it was too late for me to discuss with Col. Blakey, his laughter
over Gen. Wade's effort to rescue his dog. As a result, I said nothing.
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General Wade invited me to hunt chukka partridge in the foothills of the Atlas
Mountains. It was very hot and we had not seen a single chukka partridge. About Noon we
started back to our vehicles.
When we started back, General Wade was leading our group. It quickly became obvious
that the General was in excellent physical condition and I worked hard to remain three steps
behind him. The remainder of his staff officers soon became foot sore and tired. When we finally
returned to our vehicle and had some water and a beer, the General's staff began to slowly
straggle in. The General did not say anything; however, his staff could not or did not keep up
with him. The next morning his staff began to improve their respective physical conditions
before they came to work, through an exercise program designed by Gen. Wade. While we were
en route back to Nuasseur, the Armed Forces radio advised that there had been an earth quake at
Agadir, and that a number of people had been killed and buildings destroyed. At that time I was
not aware of the physical location of Agadir; however, I soon learned that it was on the coast a
couple of hundred miles south of Casablanca.
I did not pay a great deal of attention to this, and the next morning I went to my office
for work. About 4 o'clock in the afternoon, my secretary advised that I had a telephone call from
General Wade. The Air Division, which Gen. Wade commanded, was a tenant on our base and it
was purely operational organization. As a result, I rarely had any official contact with General
Wade. When I picked up the phone, General Wade told me that I had been "selected" to head a
detachment of airmen to go down to Agadir. President Eisenhower had apparently called
Mohammad V, the King of Morocco, and had offered condolences and assistance. The King
thanked the President and agreed that Morocco needed help. Nuasseur was to be the staging area
for this effort. After being told that I was going to Agadir the next day, I asked General Wade for
some orders. He said "j ust go down and do whatever you have to do" . I said "yes Sir".
At that time, General Wade was one of the rising stars in the Air Force. He lived next
door to me on the base, and enj oyed hunting. He was the son of a Methodist minister from
Magnolia, Arkansas, and was not a graduate of West Point. He ultimately became the Vice Chief
of Staff of the Air Force, which carried with it four stars. He was a tough, hard task master, but
basically a good man.
The next morning I reported to base operations around 6 A.M. and found there were
approximately 60 airmen there. Among the airmen were several Master Sergeants. I appointed
the senior Master Sgt. as my second in command and we were flown to Agadir on a C-54, which
was waiting. We had no heavy equipment, only picks, shovels, sledge hammers and crow bars,
etc. When we arrived we were met by a Marine Corps Lt. Colonel from the heavy cruiser
Newport News, which was anchored off-shore. Since I was a Maj or at the time, he was the
Senior American officer present in Agadir. The Marines are probably the best scroungers in the
world. They had "hot wired" several vehicles which were parked near one of the large resort
hotels, since their owners would not be needing them as they were probably all dead. They had
also liberated a brewery, which turned out to be a "God send", since our water supply was
limited. We were transported from the airport to downtown, which is only a few miles. We were
assigned the wreckage of a large apartment house as our responsibility. As Moroccan
construction goes, this was formerly an up-scale building. It was about 3 00 feet long and
66

originally had four stories. However, it was built with very poor grade concrete and had almost
no structural steel. As a result after the earthquake, it was now about the height of a one story
building.
Recently looking at pictures of the World Trade Center reminded me of Agadir. I
organized the airmen into three groups. Since the weather was hot, each group worked 20
minutes and rested 40, which worked out fairly well. Basically, we removed debris with shovels,
picks, and sledge hammers. Since I had worked my way through law school working on a
construction gang, a sledge hammer and a pick were not unknown to my hands. The first day we
found no survivors. When we uncovered a body or bodies, and if you found a body there were
usually others nearby, I told the men not to touch the bodies and that we would get someone to
help remove them. I discovered that one of my airmen spoke Arabic, and he became my runner.
At the same time there were Moroccan soldiers working about a block away . I told the runner to
advise them that we had uncovered bodies and that we were asking them to help us, which they
did. In this regard, Arabs are very touchy and I did not want anyone accusing us of mutilating or
abusing their dead. This was really slow, hot, and dirty work.
Toward late afternoon, I became uncertain how I could get my airmen back to Nuasseur,
since we were completely unequipped to spend the night. A little earlier in the afternoon, several
pilots who were bringing supplies and personnel in from France and Germany came by. I
recognized them since they formerly had been stationed at Sewart Air Force Base. Since I had
been the Staff Judge Advocate for five years, I had represented one of the pilots before a Flying
Evaluation Board. For some reason, known only to himself, he had buzzed the beach in a C-1 1 9
from Miami to Ft. Lauderdale. Unfortunately, an Air Force General was on the beach with his
girl friend, and took his tail number. He raised hell with our commander and a lynch mob
awaited the pilot when he landed at Sewart. I got him off with a $500 fine and a reprimand. He
remained on flying status and I was his "friend for life " . I advised him that we needed to get back
to Nouasseur and were not certain how we would get there. One of the pilots said that he would
fly us in a C- 1 3 0; however, they did not have enough seat belts for all of us. I told him that those
who did not have seat belts would sit on the floor, and that he better fly this plane carefully back
home. After they became airborne, the flight crew called the tower at Nuasseur and advised that
we were on board. When I returned home, I was dirty and smelly and was requested to take off
my fatigues on the back porch, prior to entering the house. A hot shower and a cool beer really
made the world some what brighter. The next morning we went back to Agadir. This was the
third day after the earthquake, and the dead were beginning to smell pretty ripe. In the meantime
portions of an engineering battalion from Germany arrived and we received some help.
However, they had on winter uniforms and did not last very long in the oppressive heat.
The next day we were sitting on a pile of debris, eating K rations and drinking warm
beer. One of the airmen stated that he thought he heard a baby cry. I told everyone to be quiet
and spread out and to listen. Sure enough, we heard a baby cry, very faintly. We zeroed in on the
cry and started digging. At about four o'clock we finally got down to where we could see the
baby. Both of her arms were pinned by wreckage which we couldn't move. I had the smallest
man go down and try to get her out. This was unsuccessful. By this time, it was getting fairly late
and we thought that the child likely would not survive overnight if she was not rescued. I told
our runner to find a doctor or a nurse, otherwise we might have to amputate one or both of her
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arms in order to free her. Since this would have been my j ob, I had no stomach for it. In a half
hour or so, the runner returned and said that he found a doctor who was on the way . The doctor
said that he had had some training in obstetrics and he would see what he could do. I do not
know what maneuvers he performed, but in a few minutes the child was free. It appeared that she
was fine and was crying loudly. My runner found a nurse and she took the baby from us. We
later heard that the child was in fair to good condition and was basically suffering from exposure .
Anyway, I hope that she is still alive and well today .
When we returned to the airport, I was advised that a heavy construction battalion of
engineers from Europe would be there in the morning with their heavy equipment. We were also
told that we did not have to return to Agadir the next day . We were all relieved since we were
only digging up dead victims now who smelled "ripe".
Based on this experience, I know how the rescue workers in the New York's recent
tragedy felt going through the debris with their bare hands. This was not a pleasant experience,
although we saved at least one life.
Since dead bodies present a serious potential health problem, on the first day the
deceased Moroccans were buried in one mass grave. The Jews and French were each buried in
separate graves. By the second day, the dead were placed in one grave covered with quicklime
and buried. By that time the stench was becoming unbearable.
The next day, after our return from Agadir, I obtained, through personnel, the names of
the airmen involved in this operation. I prepared a letter of commendation for each of them,
which was signed by the base commander, and had the same placed in each man's personnel file.
Hopefully, this letter would give them a "leg up" on the next promotion cycle.
Some time later, General Wade advised me that I had been chosen to set up a wild boar
hunt in Bulow. With the assistance of Mr. Massise, I was able to retain about 1 2- 1 5 Moroccans
to act as "beaters" for the hunt. I looked over the terrain carefully and decided that we would put
a line of hunters down a dirt road on the edge of the base. The beaters would start one-half to
three-quarters of a mile from the line of hunters, start beating on the bottom of pans, and making
a great deal of racket as they headed toward the line of hunters. When I set up the line of hunters,
I was careful that General Wade and Colonel Blakey were likely in the best spot to see and shoot
a pig or pigs. On the day of the hunt the beaters came toward the hunters making a great deal of
noise. When the beaters came, within a couple hundred yards of the hunters, a fairly decent sized
boar and other pigs came out, as I had guessed, near the middle of the line. They were closer to
Colonel Blakey than they were to General Wade. As the wild boar crossed the road close to
Colonel Blakey, I kept waiting for him to shoot the pig in the open space on the edge of the road,
before the boar reached the brush. Anyway, just before the boars went into the brush Colonel
Blakey shot the pig, which fell to the ground squealing. The pig got up and went into the brush. I
looked carefully, and could not see him from the road. I was close enough to see what had
happened and I suggested to Colonel Blakey that he should go into the brush and bring the boar
out. General Wade who was standing there said "you shot the hog George, go in and get him"
Col. Blakey said that "he was not going into that brush for any pig. " I said I will go with you, I
will also take a beater to go with us. Without Col. Blakey, the beater and I carefully went into the
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brush. I had my gun in a position where I could shoot immediately, if it became necessary . We
went into the brush for about 1 00 feet and I saw the boar lying just ahead of us. He appeared to
be dead. I carefully walked up to him and touched him with the barrel of my gun. When he didn't
move, I knew he was dead. The beater and I each grabbed one hind leg and dragged him out of
the brush and out to the road.
Everybody gathered around and every one was happy, except General Wade who was
angry that Colonel Blakey would not retrieve his own wounded boar. I was also angry because
Colonel Blakey had 1 00 feet or so in which the boar was out in the open and he could have been
shot more than once if he had not been killed outright. I said nothing, but shook my head and
walked away.
Anyway, in about 1 0 to 1 2 days Colonel Blakey was on his way home. I do not know, and didn't
ask anyone, why Colonel Blakey had departed so quickly and unexpectedly.
During my tour at Nuasseur, I had been encouraged to apply for a Commission in the
regular Air Force. I had never done this because I would lose two years promotion list credit
since I had served as an officer for two years prior to becoming twenty-one years of age. I was
advised that if I received a Regular Commission I would be credited with three years promotion
list service because of my law school and degree. With this in mind I applied for a regular
commission and received a Commission as a Maj or in the Regular Air Force.
My tour of duty at Nuasseur was rapidly coming to an end and I received word that I was
being re-assigned to the Montgomery Air Defense Sector located at Gunter Air Force Base just
east of Montgomery. I had previously been stationed at Gunter as an Aviation Cadet and I was
very pleased with this assignment and looked forward to serving there. This assignment turned
out to be a very interesting and also a pleasant tour of duty. Both Jane and Ann were very happy,
and we also built a new house which was beautiful. We j oined a small country club with a good
golf course. Without a doubt this was our most pleasant tour of duty. Jane was emolled in Robt.
E. Lee High School and felt very much at home.
The Montgomery Air Defense Sector had eight or ten radar stations under its command.
These stretched from Charleston, South Carolina, around the State of Florida, and west to
Louisiana. As the name suggests these stations, each of which received radar signals from their
sectors which were transmitted to Gunter. All these signals were received in the "Block House" .
The "Block House" was, as its name suggests, a huge radar station. Basically we could see all
traffic in our entire sector which included the entire coast of the southeastern part of the United
States. Our sector exercised Court-Martial jurisdiction over the individual radar stations and of
the Sector headquarters. As usual, I reported directly to the Commanding General. This was very
pleasant, since Brig. Gen. Hugh Judy, our commanding officer, liked to hunt and to shoot skeet.
Later he gave me several important proj ects to deal with and to find answers.
When I first came to Gunter, this was a quiet little command. We did our work and did an
excellent j ob of air defense which was our primary responsibility. Soon this was about to change .
My assistants and I handled a large volume of legal assistance and claims. Our military justice
case load was light. As a routine, every morning I attended the staff meeting in the "Block
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House" . At that time, most of these discussions dealt with upgrading and care of our radar
equipment and of other operational matters. These subj ects were interesting but not wildly
exciting . Over time, our radars, especially in South Florida, began to pick up increased air and
some naval activity in and around Cuba. In response, we increased air surveillance and a number
of classified conferences between the various Air Defense Commanders and the Navy. Our daily
staff meetings became much more interesting. Soon the civilian radio and television stations also
began commenting on these activities and their implications.
Soon thereafter, our intelligence determined that the Russians planned to place one or
more missiles in Cuba. These missiles had a range necessary to travel from Cuba to Washington,
D.C., and also from Cuba to the Southeastern United States, which included Gunter Air Force
Base. In fact, our intelligence became aware that several of these missiles were on Russian ships
en route to Cuba. After several weeks, it became obvious that the Russians had placed one or
more missiles in a firing position. Upon learning this, the United States immediately began
making preparations to destroy these missiles and to occupy Cuba if such became necessary .
Almost overnight our sleepy little base was placed on a war footing and the "Block House" was
heavily manned day and night. We still had our morning briefing through which I kept up with
everything that was going on. Several days later I was sitting in my office and I received a
telephone call from General Judy. He asked me what I was doing and I advised him of our case
load and other things we were working on. Gen. Judy also asked me if I had a top secret
clearance, I advised that as a regular officer, I had a top secret clearance. He invited me to come
to the "Block House" . When I arrived, I was appointed the Assistant Top Secret Control Officer.
The present Top Secret Control Officer, who was formerly a school teacher from Hawthorne,
Florida, had been on duty for more than 24 hours and the General had sent him home to get some
rest. My responsibilities were to receive all the top secret OPS immediate messages, read the
same and deliver them to the appropriate staff officer responsible for action. My first tour of duty
began that night. I received two or more dozen top secret and OPS immediate messages. I read
the messages and delivered the same to the responsible staff officers. I also took a copy of each
one of these messages to Gen. Judy. Before delivering these to the General I scanned them
briefly. When I handed the message to Gen. Judy his first question was usually "what is the
import of this message"? I gave him a thumbnail sketch of the subj ect matter and I advised I had
given a copy to the responsible staff officers. In addition to this, I kept a log of these messages
and to whom they had been delivered. I was soon swamped with messages and records. I had
two young lawyers working for me and I vouched for their integrity. I then used these officers to
assist me in receiving, reading and making a record of all of these classified messages.
One night I delivered several messages to Gen. Judy and his staff, all of whom I knew
quite well. I sat next to the General, at his invitation, and about this time a Russian fighter plane
took off on Cuba and headed toward Florida. Immediately the operations staff notified our air
craft on alert. At that time I was fascinated by what I was seeing. Shortly after the MIG fighters
headed toward the United States, we scrambled two fighters to intercept and destroy this
incoming aircraft. As this was going on, Gen. Judy gave me a quick briefing on our response. He
also advised that if this fighter crossed a certain line our fighters were free to fire or do whatever
was necessary to destroy the intruder. The General pointed out where the no fire zone ended as
our two interceptors headed for the Russian airplane. Just as the Russian air plane approached the
no fire zone he immediately did a 1 80 degree turn and headed back towards Cuba. Our planes
70

turned around and headed back to their base. I thought this was a great show; however, when the
MIG turned back to Cuba, Gen. Judy and his operation staff were very upset. I quickly learned
that this type of activity coming out of Cuba was routine. Our staff, and also the squadron
commanders, involved became very uneasy. Our operation staff advised Gen. Judy that if this
course of action continued, we might find it difficult to perform our mission because of use, wear
and tear on our airplanes and pilots. Gen. Judy stated that we needed to know how long our
fighter interceptors could continue to operate effectively. It was obvious that the Russians were
playing a game with us and they were intending to continue the game until we were unable to
respond. I asked the General ' How much time do we have to come up with this information' .
Unfortunately, this was 20 - 25 years before computers, and we were looking at a potentially
serious problem. I advised Gen. Judy that I would need some technical assistance. He stated he
was aware of this and would make this help available. I requested, and quickly received
assistance, from the two highest ranking non-commissioned officers in the sector, knowledgeable
concerning the maintenance required to keep our fighters operational. I received a quick briefing
concerning the maintenance required to keep our fighters operational. After several hours of
digesting these figures and receiving help from experienced maintenance officers, we determined
that we could remain operational only for another day or two. I took the two non-coms with me
and we reported to Gen. Judy and his staff, our proposed findings. The General and the staff
spent almost an hour asking us questions and arguing with our findings. Finally, they agreed that
our future operational time was getting short. After some fairly heated discussions, the General
picked up the telephone and called the Air Division Commander and advised him that we needed
reinforcements quickly. Within hours Gen. Judy was advised that an air defense fighter group
presently stationed in Michigan would be on their way quickly.
The Russians blinked, and agreed that they would remove their missiles from Cuba. The
Russians also began removing these missiles from operational status. We were all relieved when
we realized that we would not be on the receiving end of a missile carrying an atomic war head.
A few days later, we returned to business as usual; however, we were all very tired.
Usually in the summer months I had several Air Force Reserve Officers report for duty in
our office. All of the reserve officers were experienced attorneys and most of them were
practicing within the vicinity of Montgomery. I learned a great deal from these experienced
attorneys and also made several friends. This became extremely important, when any of our
airmen were accused of criminal conduct off the base. On these infrequent occasions, I called
one or more of the reserve officers in the Montgomery area and requested that he assist our
airman in resolving the problem. For the most part, we obtained very good results from the local
Court. Many of the airmen who were involved in misdemeanors could have spent several days or
months in j ail. Many of these airmen were returned to duty. This occurred because of the
assistance of our reserve officers. I advised these airmen that unless their future conduct was
exemplary they would be going to j ail for a long time. This warning worked successfully in most
cases.
Also we received a duty assignment with Maj or Ed Partridge, who was practicing law in
Demopolis, which is about 1 00 miles west of Montgomery. Maj or Partridge had an interesting
background in World War II. Early in World War II the United States developed the Norden
bomb sight which was far superior to any bomb sight presently in military use. As a result he
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was assigned the duty of training bombardiers on their way overseas in the use of this bomb
sight. This information was highly classified. As an example, from personal experience, if the
target was a bridge across a large river, from 1 0 - 1 2,000 feet the bridge looked like a hair.
Shortly after we bombed a bridge we had strike photos available to us which showed that our
bombs had either hit the bridge or fell in a cluster all around it. As a result, we were usually able
to destroy the bridge after one bombing mission. This was very important to the air crews since if
we went back a second time, the Germans had usually doubled the number of guns shooting at
us.
During the summer that Maj or Partridge was on reserve duty the Alabama Legislature
was in session in Montgomery. Maj or Partridge's uncle, Ed Eddinns at that time, was President
of the Alabama Senate. As a result, I met and became acquainted with many of the government
leaders in Alabama, which became very useful at times.
Several months later deer hunting season opened in Alabama and Maj or Partridge invited
me to Demopolis to hunt with him. During this entire period of time, Maj or Partridge and I
became close friends. I also met his wife, who was the Clerk for the City of Demopolis and met
their two sons. The oldest son, Ed was approximately 1 3 or 1 4 years old. I also met their younger
son, Bill, who was at that time approximately 7 years of age. Ed had ambitions to become a
doctor. He later graduated with honors from the University of Alabama Medical School, and
later began teaching surgery at the University. He was and is considered to be among the elite
surgeons in the entire South. The younger son, Bill, wanted to become a lawyer. Ultimately,
many years later, he became one of my partners in the law Firm, and we have practiced many
pleasant years together.
During these years, I went to Demopolis a number of times to visit and also to hunt.
During these years I also met Bill's girlfriend, who at that time lived across the canal. Their
romance continued thru high school and thru college. After Bill graduated from law school they
were married and now have two children. Anyway, bonds of friendship were formed during this
period ohime, between Bill's father and I. One night after a drink or so, I promised Ed that when
Bill graduated from law school that I would bring him into my firm for training. Many years
later, I retired from the Air Force and became a partner in the law firm of Dickinson & Gibbons
and practiced in Sarasota. When Bill became a senior in law school, we invited him to spend the
summer in Sarasota to raise his experience level and also have fun for them at the beach. By this
time, he and Debbie were married and we found them a very neat little apartment in Sarasota.
They had a wonderful summer and when Bill graduated from law school he j oined our law firm.
After Bill had graduated and had passed The Florida Bar, he was sworn in as an attorney
at the Second District Court of Appeals in Lakeland. At that time our firm had an airplane. After
Bill passed the exam for the Florida Bar, I flew he and Debbie to Lakeland for his "swearing in"
ceremony. On the way home from Lakeland Debbie began talking about the fun things they were
going to do that afternoon. After we landed in Sarasota, "I told Debbie now that Bill is an
attorney he is going to work this afternoon and I will take some time off. " I gave Bill several
chores, and as I recall, I played golf. Anyway, those were very pleasant days in both Bill and I
thoroughly enj oyed.
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I knew that I was under consideration for promotion to the rank of lieutenant colonel.
One morning, my telephone rang and an old acquaintance, Col. Gust Y andala started our
conversation by saying "Congratulation on your promotion to Lt. Colonel. " He also stated that I
was being transferred to Headquarters, U. S. Air Force to work in the Tort Branch which was
also his assignment. I did the usual grumbling because we had recently moved into our new
home near the rear gates of Gunter and Jane was about to begin her senior year in Robert E. Lee
High School. Gust listened to my grumbling and politely stated that he would expect me to
report to the Judge Advocate for duty at the time specified in my orders.
When I advised Ann and Jane of my promotion and pending reassignment to the
Pentagon, they were glad that I had been promoted and sorry that I was being assigned to the
Pentagon. At that time I had about 1 7 years of active duty service and couldn't afford to quit until
I had at least 20 years of service.
As a result, Ann and Jane stayed in Montgomery until we could sell our beautiful new
home. I lived on the Bolling Air Force base for about two or three months before they were able
to j oin me. After Montgomery I was not happy with these living arrangements.
When I reported for duty, I learned that I had been assigned to the Tort Branch of
the Litigation Division. With my new promotion, I was a senior member of the Tort Branch and
had two other attorneys, both of whom had just been promoted to Lt. Col. The Tort Branch
reported directly to the Department of Justice in a maj ority of the cases. All of the cases
pursuant to the Federal Tort claims Act came to our office in the Pentagon for handling. Each of
the three attorneys was handling approximately 60 cases. When we received new suits the same
would be divided between the three of us. Approximately 80-90% of our cases were filed under
the Federal Tort Claims Act. Most, if not all, of these cases were being handled by the U. S .
Department of Justice or occasionally the U. S . Attorney for the affected region. In looking back,
I received a tremendous education in the handling of tort litigation. After I became a civilian
several years later, 95% of my work was also in the handling of tort and negligence cases. When
I retired, this experience in handling tort litigation made my transition from the Air Force to
civilian life relatively easy. When a case came in to my office in the Pentagon, for which I was
responsible, I first read the investigation report and then read the complaint. These complaints
ranged from the ordinary automobile accident involving military people on active duty to
medical malpractice cases wherein it was alleged that an Air Force doctor was negligent in the
handling of a case involving the wife or dependants of an airman on active duty. Under
established law, if the tort feasor was on active duty the civil courts had no jurisdiction and these
cases were handled as a claim. I was surprised to learn that a significant number of our cases
involved dependents of active duty personnel who had gone to medical clinics staffed by military
doctors. When I became aware of a case, I immediately called the attorney at the Department of
Justice who had been assigned this case, and generally we talked about the nature of the case as
to whether it should be settled or litigated. The Justice Department relied heavily on military
attorneys to obtain and furnish the necessary expert witness needed to litigate the matter.
After I had been in Washington for a couple of years, my 20th anniversary occurred,
which meant that I was eligible for retirement. My superiors all encouraged me to remain on
active duty. After much thought I decided to retire and come to Florida to practice law in
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Sarasota. At the time, I became eligible for promotion to full colonel. I was advised by my
superiors that I probably would be promoted to Colonel soon. After much thought I decided to
retire and come to Florida and practice law as a civilian. Although now Gen. Wade, formerly my
neighbor and hunting buddy in Morocco, was Chairman of the Promotion Board. I was forty-one
years old and still young enough to begin a new career. As a result, I retired. After my
retirement, I joined the Sarasota law firm of Dart, Bell and Dickinson. This fir was and is a
defense firm, now named Dickinson & Gibbons. Shortly after coming to the firm, I represented a
couple of insurance companies, over time, my cases became more complex and difficult. I
mostly defended doctors and hospitals. I was very fortunate in receiving a number of defense
verdicts in key cases. The counsel for Venice Hospital resigned and I was asked to replace him,
which I agreed to do. Over the next ten years or so, I represented hospitals from Naples to
Bradenton. In those days, 1-75 had not been built and it took most of a day to travel from
Sarasota to Naples and Ft. Myers and return. As a result, our law firm purchased an airplane,
which was flown by Pat Dickinson, Jerry O ' Riorden and I . The airplane was kept busy . Since
I-75 has been completed, we could no longer justify a firm airplane. In addition, all of the pilots
in the firm have retired and Pat Dickinson is no longer alive.
About 1 2 or 1 5 years ago, a client who was on the board of Blue Shield of Florida asked
if I was interested in also becoming a Board member. I replied in the affirmative and was later
asked to become a member of Blue Cross which I accepted. Shortly thereafter, the two Blue
Cross plans merged and became Blue Cross and Blue Shield of Florida. At about the same time
the Board hired a new President, Bill Flaherty. The Board membership for Blue Cross was
reduced to about ten members. The Chairman was well liked and the transition went fairly
smoothly. Shortly thereafter, the former Chairman was killed in an automobile accident. Soon
thereafter one morning Bill Flaherty called me and asked me to become Chairman. I told Bill
that the Board should elect a more experienced member as Chairman.
Over time I developed an excellent reputation as a trial lawyer. I was selected to be a
member of the American College of Trial Lawyers. Under this organization' s By-Laws only 1 %
of the trail bar are eligible for such membership. They had an inauguration ceremony at the
Palmer House Hotel in Chicago. This was quite a gala event. Seven of the nine Supreme Court
Justices were in attendance. During the course of the evening, I danced a few steps with Judge
Sandra Day O ' Conner. She was a very attractive lady and most of the gentlemen danced a few
steps with her.
During the years that I served as Chairman of Blue Cross, I recommended that Board
members not be re-appointed to the Board after reaching their 70th birthday . Time moved on and
my term as Chairman and Board Member expired. I was then well above 70 years if age and no
longer eligible to run for re-election. I miss the Board meetings and dealing with Board
problems.
As a result, I no longer live with the pressure of being an active member of a medium
sized law firm. I am not wildly excited about being a retiree; however, I will adj ust my life
accordingly. I am now writing these memoirs at the urging go some of y old friends.
I enj oy the prospect of spending time with y brothers and sisters in a very relaxed
74

atmosphere. Hopefully, we will be able to meet together for several years to come.
In looking back, we are indeed fortunate that we are still alive and enj oying reasonably
good health. In a few weeks I will be 85 years of age and can see and hear reasonably well. I try
to exercise some every day and am really enj oying life.
My love to each of you. If I can be of any assistance, I will be delighted to help.

,IL_�
Hunter
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RES'l'R ICTED
HEADQUARTERS 'l'WELFTff AIR FORCE
APO 6 5 0
2 6 February

GENERAL ORDERS )
NUMBER

:
40 )

CI'l1ATION OF UNIT

Under the provis ions of Circul ar 3 3 3 , War Departme nt , 1 9 4 3 , and
�lX"�Ular 8 9 , North Afr ican Theater o f Operat ion , 10 Jul y 1 9 4 4 , the
3 21 st Bombardment Group ( M ) is c ited for outstand i ng performa nce
of duty in action against the enemy in the Med i terranea n Theater
of Operation on 1 8 August 1 9 4 4
On the third day of the invasion of Southern France,. when aeri a l reconnaissa nce disclosed
that' the battleship Strausburg, the cruiser La Gallissoniere, a destroyer and a subma rine had
been moved to a new loca tion in Touio.n lia rbor a nd placed in such a position as to constitute a
s�rioi)s threat to combined Allied opera tions in the Toul on area , the 32 l st B o m bardme n t Group
(M) was ordered to attack and neutralize the fi re power of these heavy naval u n i t s at aJI costs.
De$pi1:e the fact that undeT normal circumstances only high-altitude bombardment aircraft are
assigned to attack such heavily defended targets, the u rgcncy of the order to rem ove t h .i s
formidable threat to ground forces made i t i m pera tive that a Corsica based mediu m altitude
.fitecjsion bo.mbers be assigned to the task. On 1 8 A ugust 1 944, overcoming wea ther conditions
whieb caused other medium group to turn back wi thout completi ng their mi ssi ons scheduled for
1he .same area, the 321st Bombardment Group's thirty -six plane formation negotia ted the
to;ng-over water route by dead reckoning and accurately turned on the pla n ned axis of attack
!'.roni an imaginary inilial point over the sea. Exhibiting utmost gallantry and de term ina tion in
the face of extremely intense anti-aircraft fire from eight-two know heavy guns, su rrounding the
harbor� which damaged-twenty seven bombers and wou nded twelve person nel , the B-25 crew men
e'Xecuttd aprecision bomb run at the vulnerable a lti tude of 13,000 feet. With the p[ilots
,\lsly holding thei r aircraft on cou rse through this terrific barrage, the bombardiers
propped a. devastating pattern which sank the battleship, the cruiser, and the
e; the destroyer having departed prior to the attack . W i th the th reat of the wa rshi ps'
nns removed, through the accomplishment unprecedented in a single attack by medium
u9ml,�rrdment aircraft, Allied forces were able to plan and successfully execute operation in this
e,iJi thout interruption. The extra ordinary heroism and proficiency demonstra ted th roughout
· '-tire hazardous attack and the outstanding flying skill displayed on the returned flight when
:erstorms and a low overcast forced the damaged to land at scattered friendly fields, refl ect
,ighest credit upon the 321st Bombardment and the Military Service of the United States.

COMMAND OF MAJOR GENERAL CANNON
OFFICIAL
/s/ �ill iam W . Dick
Wi l liam W . Dick
Colonel , AGO
Adjutant General

CHARLES T . MYERS
Brigadier General , USA
Chief of Staff
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